















Enchanted has 


Armand waited in the moonlight, an urgency 

in his heart that could not be denied. Would 

she come again, the exquisite Réve, as she had 
the night before? 


Suddenly, he heard a movement behind him, 
and she was there. When he went towards 
her, he could only put out his arms and hold 
her close to him. 


She could not resist. Her head went back 
against his shoulder; he saw her eyes looking 
up into his, her lips waiting. He kissed her 
then, first tenderly and gently as one might 
caress a child, and then growing fiercer, more 
passionate, more demanding. 


Now she knew. This was love. . . 
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The Earl of Morden - paced restlessly up and down 
the cabinet room of No. 10 Downing Street. 

The chairs pushed sideways, papers left disarranged 
on the table, the ink-stained pens and an overturned 
sand-box were evidence that the room had recently 
been the scene of a conference. 

The afternoon was drawing to a close and in another 
part of the house Lady Morden was Waiting for her 
husband, a silver kettle at the boil ready for his fa- 
vourite cup of tea. 

But Lord Morden had obviously no intention of leav- 
ing the cabinet room for the moment. Slowly he walked 
the room, pausing occasionally to stare with unseeing 
eyes through the long windows which opened into the 
garden. 

Once he drew his watch from his vest pocket, com- 
pared the time with the hands of the Buhl clock on the 
marble mantelshelf, then resumed his pacing. 

He must have waited twenty minutes before the door 
was flung open and a flunkey in gold-embroidered 
livery announced: | 

“The Viscount Sheringham, m’lord.” 

There was a perceptible pause after the echo of his 
voice had died away before Lord Sheringham appeared. 

Immaculately dressed, his dark hair skilfully ar- 
ranged in the very latest windswept fashion as set by 
the Prince, he wore a coat of dark blue superfine cloth 
cut by the great Swartz himself and Hessian boots pol- 
ished with a judicious mixture of blacking and cham- 
pagne until their shining surface refiected the golden 
rays of the afternoon sunshine. 

His cravat was a masterpiece, the fit of his breeches 
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st a miracle—in fact, his lordship was a Dandy. 
eae slowly into the room and Lord Morden’s eyes 
rested heavily and without relief upon the countenance 
of his only son. : 

Lord Sheringham’s expression was one of fashion- 
able boredom, his eyelids half closed, the corners of his 
mouth slightly down-turned as if in disdain; but the 
face which bore this expression was arrestingly hand- 
some. 

The features were clear-cut and unmistakably aris- 
tocratic, yet giving an unusual and unexpected impres- 
sion of intelligence. 

Beneath the drooping lids there was'a glint of either 
mischief or fire which somehow betrayed his languid 
airs and deliberately affected movements. 

His voice, however, was tuned to perfection to the 
drawling notes of those bucks and dandies who divided 
their time between Carlton House and the more fash- 
ionable clubs of St. James’s. i 

“You sent for me, Father?” Lord Sheringham asked. 
“Your message came at a curst ill-chosen moment, for 
I held the best hand at cards I have had for a week! 
But imagining that something untoward had occurred 
—such as your approaching demise or a petition of 
bankruptcy—I hurried here as swiftly as your carriage 
could carry me.” 

He paused, then continued. 

“Incidentally, while I think of it, you had best allow 
me to buy you some more carriage horses at Tattersall Ss 
for those chestnuts of yours are damned slow. | 

“Thank you, Armand, but I am perfectly capable of i 
choosing my own horses,” Lord Morden replied. T 
must apologise if I chose an inopportune moment to de- 
mand your presence here, but as it happens it is of the 
utmost consequence that I should speak with you im- 
mediately.” S 

He walked across the room as he spoke, turned at 
the window and walked back again. Lord Sheringham 
raised his quizzing glass, regarded his father through it 
for a moment, then stood waiting motionless. Lord Mor- 
den came to a.standstill. 
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“You know, of course, the matter about which I 
must speak?” 

“T have a vague idea, Sir.” 

“I thought you would have,” Lord Morden said 
grimly. “The Prussian Ambassador’s formal complaint 
to the Foreign Secretary was brought to the Cabinet 
meeting and we discussed it at some length.” 

For the first time since he had entered the room 
Lord Sheringham looked respectful. 

“That must have been deuced uncomfortable for you, 
Sir!” 
“It was a good deal more than a question of my dis- 
comfort,” Lord Morden replied testily. “Armand, how 
could you have been such a fool, such a damned fool?” 

Lord Sheringham’s chin went up at his father’s tone, 
but he made his reply slowly and without apparently 
being on the defensive. 

“The fellow has no sense of humour, my dear Fa- 
ther, or he would have taken it in good part.” 

“No Prussian has a sense of humour,” Lord Morden 
said, “but that is no excuse for your behaviour.” 

“It was not intended as an insult,” Lord Sheringham 
replied. “Freddie Ainsby and I were discussing food 
two nights ago at Whites’ and I bet him a thousand 
guineas that I would produce a dinner which was a 
perfect culinary effort and yet, because of the way it 
was served at table, would prove completely unpalat- 
able. Knowing my Chef, Freddie accepted the wager 
and the dinner party was arranged.” 

There was a moment’s pause before Lord Shering- 
ham added with a faint smile: 

“I won my bet. Freddie’s note of hand for a thou- 
sand guineas is in my pocket at this momnet. We 
started with oysters, the very best and fattest Colches- 
ters. They were served to my guests in spittoons and 
were sent away untouched. They were followed by soup 
of a most delectable and rare flavour, but it was 
brought to the table in an ordinary domestic ch 5 

Lord Morden held up his hand. 

“That is enough, Armand! I have no desire to hear 
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further details. They have already been discussed free- 
ly at this very table.” 

Lord Sheringham’s eyes rested for a moment on the 
empty chairs. 

He could visualise the members of the Cabinet all 
too clearly—chief among them Canning, the Foreign 
Secretary, pushing, theatrical, superficially brilliant and 
devastatingly impulsive. 

Lord Castlereagh of the War Department, the shrewd 
Ulsterman with an instinctive understanding of Foreign 
Affairs; Lord Hawkesbury, the lugubrious Home Secre- 
tary with the longest neck in England who looked as 
if he had been on the rack three times and saw the 
wheel being prepared for the fourth, 

And Spencer Perceval, Chancellor of the Exchequer 
and Leader of the House of Commons, a cheerful, mod- 
est little man of narrow education and principles, an 
evangelical of extreme Protestant views. 

Lord Sheringham could imagine the various minis- 
ters’ reactions to his latest whimsicality—resentment, 
astonishment, shocked indignation, and perhaps in the 
case of one or two of them a touch of envy. 

There was no mistaking the twinkle in Lord Shering- 
ham’s eyes as he looked at his father. 

“J admit, Sir, that it was a mistake to include the 
Prussian Ambassador among my guests, but it was a 
last-minute impulse. He had been making himself 
peculiarly objectionable and I merely invited him to a 
dinner worthy of his reputation.” 

“Without explaining the circumstances in which it 
was given?” Lord Morden asked. 

The twinkle in Lord Sheringham’s eyes deepened. 

“I am afraid that small detail must have been over- 
looked, Sir.” 

The eyes of father and son met, and for a moment 
it seemed as if Lord Morden would smile too. Then 
as if impatient at his own weakness he turned away 
and resumed his pacing up and down the floor. 

“Tt is no use, Armand,” he said, “This time you have 


gone too far. I warned you before that you were over- 
stepping the bounds of all decency and propriety. God 
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knows I’ve tried to be patient with you, but this time 
you have really excelled yourself. Canning is annoyed, 
seriously annoyed, and who can blame him?” 

Lord Sheringham shrugged his shoulders, then he 
said quietly: 

“If Canning were a strong man, he would tell the 
Prussian Ambassador to go to hell.” 

“Canning isn’t strong and never has been,” Lord 
Morden replied, almost as if he spoke to himself rath- 
er than to his son. “If only Pitt were alive!” 

He stood still with his back to the room and re- 
peated the words softly: 

“Yes, if only Pitt were alive!” 

“But he isn’t!” Lord Sheringham said. “And Canning 
isn’t the only weak person in the Cabinet, Father!” 

“T know that,” Lord Morden replied. “I know if only 
too well, yet who else is there? Who else, I ask you?” 

His voice rose for a moment almost on a note of | 
despair, then he turned back towards his son, an ex- 
pression of resolution on his face, 

“Don’t try to side-track me, Armand; I know your 
methods only too well. I brought you here not only 
to reproach you for what you did last night, but to 
tell you of the decision I have made regarding your 
future.” 

Lord Sheringham raised his eyebrows. 

“That will be interesting hearing, Father. May I sit 
down? I find it vastly fatiguing to stand for a long 
time.” 

Lord Morden brought his fist down suddenly on the 
Cabinet table with a violence which rattled the pens 
and papers. 

“Blister it, Armand,” he said. “Why will you always 
behave in this spineless, affected fashion? I loathe 
your dandified airs and graces, the way you yawn your 
way through life and behave as if nothing is worth 
doing or saying. I speak to you of your future, and you 
tell me you are too tired to listen to it standing up. 
Have you no feelings, no emotions?” 

Lord Sheringham sank languidly down in a chair 
and thrust out his long legs in front of him, 
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“The last time you sent for me, Father, it was to 
accuse me of having too many feelings and emotions.” ` 
“On that occasion we were talking about women,” 
Lord Morden replied. “Where they are concerned your 
reputation has sank to the lowest depths of degrada- 
tion. Lady Coldsworth has threatened to complain to 
the Queen of the way you have treated her daughter, 
and your parties at Morden House are the talk of the 


town. ead 
“People have to talk about something,” Lord Shering- 


ham remarked mildly. 

“Well, they won’t talk about you much longer, my 
boy,” Lord Morden said grimly. “Now listen to me!” 

“I would remind you, Father, that I have been 
doing that for some considerable time,” Lord Shering- 
ham said affably. 

Lord Morden’s expression hardened and he seated 
himself in the arm-chair at the head of the Cabinet 
table. From there he stared across the room at his son. 

They were not much alike, in fact there was little 
similarity other than a certain squareness of their jaws 
and in the breadth of their shoulders. ~ 

Beneath Lord Sheringham’s exquisitely fitting clothes 
it was possible to guess at the strength of his arms and 
the wiry fitness of his figure which made him appear 
to be lighter than he was. 

Lord Morden, heavier and bigger boned than his son, 
had nevertheless been a great athlete in his youth. He 
was proud of his strength, proud of referring to the 
days when he rode in steeplechases, fought with 

Gentleman Jackson and was acknowledged one of the i 
best swordsmen in the country. M 

He had never cared for London and it was an mM- 
creasing irritation to him that his son should spend so 
much time in the raffish world of fashion which cir- 
culated round the Prince. 5 

“At our meeting this afternoon,” Lord Morden Ne- 
gan, his voice raised a little as if he were addressing & 
number of people rather than one elegant young man 
sprawled in the only comfortable chair in the room, 
“we discussed two things at some length. One was a 
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letter from the Prussian Ambassador concerning your 
party last night, and the other our information from 
France.” 

“Both obviously depressing subjects,” Lord Shering- 
ham ejaculated. 

“TI agree with you,” Lord Morden replied. “They 
were depressing subjects, but both unfortunately have 
to be considered.” 

“As regards the one which concerns myself,” Lord 
e said, “would a personal apology be of any 
avail?” 

“It will be required, of course,” Lord Morden re- 
plied, “both to the Ambassador and to Canning who 
has to deal with the matter. But as it happens, the 
other subject concerns you also.” 

“Me?” Lord Sheringham’s voice was surprised., 

“Yes, you,” Lord Morden said. “I need not reiterate 
to you, Armand, the position that we find ourselves in 
at the moment. Since Fox’s death last year our infor- 
mation from France is growing less month by month 
and becoming also increasingly unreliable. Fox, as we 
all knew, had his own methods of learning of matters 
which were of great import to this country.” 

He paused as if expecting a reply but his son said 
nothing. 

“With his death those communications ceased or be- 
came comparatively useless and Napoleon started a 
blockade of Britain last November. We laughed in 1806 
when he declared that the British Isles were to be 
placed in a state of blockade. We didn’t believe it pos- 
sible, but in 1807 we no longer laugh. The blockade 
is proving itself more effective than we anticipated. 

“Every country in Europe is gradually being made 
submissive to France’s commands, and today we have 
heard that Napoleon is seeking to provide for the clos- 
ing of the ports of Spain and Portugal. 

“If this is true, the position will be even more seri- 
ous than it is at the moment. What we have got to find 
out is if this is true, and also what steps can be taken 
in the matter. Napoleon’s armies are widely dispersed. 

“Will he be strong enough to force the position on 
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the Portuguese and the Spanish? And what about the 
other countries with whom we are still in communica- 
tion? 

“These questions have got to be answered and we 
have no one in France at the moment on whom we 
can rely for the information.” 

Lord Morden ceased speaking and there was a long 
pause. Lord Sheringham did not move or stir from the 
position of languid relaxation in which he had thrown 
himself. His eyes were nearly closed and he might have 
been asleep except for a sudden tightening of his lips. 

“Well?” 

Lord Morden made the single word a ‘question. 

Lord Sheringham opened his eyes. His father waited 
but he did not speak. After a few seconds the tension 
was too great for the older man. 

“Speak, boy,” he said testily. “What have you got to 
say for yourself?” 

Lord Sheringham looked surprised. 

“I thought your decision was final, Sir, and that any 
protestations on my part would be useless.” 

For a moment it seemed as if Lord Morden was 
going to burst out into angry abuse, then the expression 
on his face changed and his eyes softened. | 

“Armand, my boy,” he said in a quieter tone than he 
had used hitherto, “it has not been an easy thing for 
me to do, to suggest that you, my only son, should 
undertake such a mission. It was not entirely as a pun- 
ishment—or should I say as a penalty?—that I sug- 
gested it, but for other reasons which you know only 
too well. 4 

“Your mother was French. You are very like her and | 
you speak French as fluently as you speak English. In 
France no one would question your being anything else 
but a Frenchman. You had also, before you took up 
with this tomfool set you are in now—a brain. i 

“Only last night I was looking over some of yo It 
reports from Eton and Oxford. There was not one but 
spoke of you as having an exceptionally brilliant future. 
As I read them, I wondered if I had failed in some way 
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to develop those talents which in the last five years you 
have managed to conceal most effectively.” 

A Sheringham sat up in his chair with a sudden 
jerk. 

“No, Father,” he said sharply, and for a moment he 
forgot to drawl. “You are not to reproach yourself. If 
I have behaved badly in the past five years, it is not in 
the slightest degree your fault. I think the explanation 
lies in the fact that I have been so damned lonely 
and excessively bored.” 

At his words Lord Morden rose from his chair and 
walked towards the window. He stood for some seconds 
with his back to his son, then in voice strangely unlike 
his own he said: 

“You sounded very like your mother then. I have 
heard her use those very same words. ‘I am bored, 
Bruno,’ she would say to me—remember how she 
called me ‘Bruno’ because I was so big and she was so 
small? ‘I am bored, Bruno! Life is too tedious to be 
endured!’ Then she would go away and do something 
utterly outrageous.” 

Lord Morden’s voice died away. He still stood star- 
ing out into the garden and was suddenly startled to 
feel his son’s hand on his shoulder. He had not heard 
him move from the chair. 

“J, too, have been outrageous, Sir,” Lord Shering- 
ham said quietly, “and now to make amends I will go 
to France and get the information you require.” 

“Tt will not be easy,” Lord Morden said. 

“I know that.” 

“It may indeed be very dangerous.” 

“Would you have me admit to being afraid of a few 
Frogs?” 

Lord Morden turned his head and the two men looked 
at each other, then they both laughed. 

“God bless you, my boy! I was not mistaken in you,” 
Lord Morden said a little unsteadily. 

i oa og Sheringham linked his arm through that of his 
er. 

“Let us discuss my plans,” he said. “Have we any 
contacts that I can make in France?” 


13 





“There are one or two in Paris,” Lord Morden re- 
plied, “but we are sure of none of them. Canning 
thinks, and I agree with him, that it would be best for, 
you to strike out entirely on your own. Find out what 
you can, discover all that it is possible for you to dis- 
cover and then return to us. 

“When we are not certain whom to trust, to send 
you armed with letters or introductions may merely be 
to put your head into a noose. We can, of course, give 
you a certain amount of information, but it would be 
wisest for you to distrust everybody until they have 
proved themselves and even then to be cautious.” 

“J understand, Father,” Lord Sheringham said. 
“What arrangements have you made to get me there?” 

“You will cross the Channel in a Man-Of-War,” Lord 
Morden replied. “You will be rowed ashore and put 
down on the coast of Normandy. You will be provided, 
of course, with plenty of money. 

“You can buy yourself a horse or carriage and pro- 
ceed leisurely towards Paris. Canning is making inquiries 
among his agents about the families of Normandy who 
have lived in comparative obscurity since the Revolu- 
tion. 

“There is certain to be one among them who has a 
son about your age who is either dead or incapacitated 
in some way. You will assume his name and, appear- 
ing as him, you should cause little or no comment in 
Paris.” i 

“A good plan,” Lord Sheringham approved, “pro- 
vided it is well done. It would be uncomfortable to 
encounter at a dinner party the gentleman whose name 
and pedigree I had filched without apology.” 3 

“We will see that that does not happen,” Lord Me $ 
den said. “Well, Armand, what do you think of the 
proposal? And have you any views as to the method of 

its execution?” a 

Lord Sheringham smiled. 8 

“It is decent of you to ask my opinion, Father. I 
am willing to go. As you told me a little while back, I 
have spent five years in London, dissolute and raffish 
years if you like to put it that way. I am twenty-six i 
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so far I have achieved nothing and learned little 
save that women are desirable until they surrender, and 
that gambling is an expensive and artificially stimulated 
excitement.” 

Lord Morden threw back his head and laughed. 

“A cynic!” he ejaculated. “And at twenty-six! My 
poor Armand!” 

“Its the truth, nevertheless,” Lord Sheringham pro- 
tested. “Perhaps it’s my French blood, Sir, which makes 
me so restless. I have to find new excitements, new 
ways to keep myself amused even at the risk of offend- 
ing Ambassadors!” 

“You will not forget that matter,” Lord Morden said. 

“Indeed I have not forgotten it,” Lord Sheringham 
replied. “Can’t you see, Sir, that in a way it is provi- 
dential? Obviously you are extremely annoyed with me, 
and the whole fashionable world will agree that you 
are entirely justified in “the course you have taken in 
sending me to the country and closing Morden House 
for a few months.” 

“Yes, I see,” Lord Morden said softly. “We shall 
have to have an explanation of your absence from 
England.” 

“From London, Sir,” Lord Sheringham corrected. 
“You have estates in Norfolk. As far as the gossips 
are concerned, I have been sent there to rusticate. 
No women, no cards—the shooting of the partridges 
when they come into season to be my only entertain- 
ment.” 

“Excellent,” Lord Morden approved. 

“If I may make a suggestion, Sir,” Lord Sheringham 
continued, “I think it would be wiser if no one save 
yourself, Mr. Canning and the Members of the Cabinet 
who were here this afternoon, know where I have gone. 
I would rather that you do not even tell my step- 
mother. I am devoted, as you know, to Lady Morden, 
but women gossip for they have so little else to do.” 

“Her ladyship shall be told that you are in Norfolk,” 
Lord Morden said. “But what of your own friends, my 
boy, especially the female ones?” 
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“They will be told the same. Tonight the whole of 
London will know of your harshness and severity. I 
shall abuse you over the port and even weep a tear or 
two, I dare say, against some white shoulder. Then 
tomorrow I can be on my way.” 

Lord Morden put out his hand. 

“Thank you, Armand.” 

“On the contrary, my dear Father, it is for me to 
thank you. For the first time for months I have some- 
thing to do which really interests me.” 

“Are you trying to tell me,” Lord Morden asked in 
mock severity, “that you have not been interested in 
all those lovely ladies with whom your name has been 
coupled with such repugnant and regrettable publicity?” 

“They interest me to a point,” Lord Sheringham an- 
swered, “but that point, Sir, has always been very fine- 
edged about the hour of dawn.” 

Lord Morden laughed, but his eyes as they rested 
on his son’s handsome face were sad. 


It was nearly dawn three days later when Monsieur 
Armand de Ségury landed on the shores of France. The 
sailors who rowed him ashore according to instructions 
did not speak as he waved his hand in farewell. 

They watched him spring lightly from the bow of the 
boat on to the sand, and waited until his tall figure dis- 
appeared into the shadow of the cliffs. 

Then they rowed quickly away back to their ship. 

Armand made his way slowly and without hurry to 
a small hamlet situated about one mile from the coast. 
He strolled into the Inn about breakfast time, ordered 
himself a good meal and told the landlord a long an j 
complicated story. | 

His coach had broken down some ten miles away, 
he had managed to get a lift in a farm cart as far as 
the village, but that a horse must be procured for hin 
immediately as he had urgent business in Rouen. 
- His story was accepted without suspicion and th 
country-side was combed for a suitable mount. 

Fortunately it was easy to purchase an animal wil 
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a quite passable pedigree. The local Chatelain, im- 
poverished by the Revolution, had turned horse-breeder 
and was finding it difficult to dispose of the animals he 
bred at any reasonable price. 

He could, of course, sell them to the Army, but 
there he was beaten down to the very last sou. In fact 
a often lost on the sale of a horse rather than gained 

y it. 

When he realised that Armand was rich enough to 
pay a decent price he was almost pathetically eager to 
accommodate him. 

After some negotations which ended pleasantly in a 
bottle of wine Armand continued his journey, riding a 
spirited black stallion which had a touch of Arab in its 
blood. 

He was not surprised to see the country-side well 
cultivated, the people in the villages looking happy, the 
children rosy-cheeked and well fed. The villainous 
sans culottes and bloodstained scenes of Gilray’s car- 
toons which had made all England shudder had been 
replaced by clean streets and orderly citizens. 

In the villages the women in their red camlet jack- 
ets and high aprons with long flying lappets to their 
white caps had a friendly word for anyone who visited 
the markets to purchase their brightly painted eggs. 

Their wooden sabots with scarlet tufts clattered gaily 
over the cobbles and in the inns they served fragrant 
coffee, frothy yellow omelettes and long crisp rolls 
with all their accustomed skill. | 

But in the provincial towns there was a very different 
story to be told. Napoleon was already feeling the se- 
verity of the economic war he had begun. It spelt ruin 
to thousands of French subjects. 

: There was no outlet for surplus production, taxation 
rising on a declining consumption was crushing, the 
hordes of starving beggers increased day by day. 

As an appropriate background for this were the 
castles and châteaux ruined during the Revolution, the 
churches sacked and desolate, the tombs desecrated, 
the pews and altars used for firewood., 
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Only in the fields, from where all the young men 
had been taken by conscription, was there full employ- 
ment. Here if nowhere else the years of neglect and de- 
struction were being speedily rectified. 

Armand was in no hurry to get to Paris. He was well 
aware of the dangers and difficulties which lay ahead 
of him and that the part he would play would be 
fraught with danger. 

He remembered the story one of the Dons at the 
University used to tell of how he had tried to get to 
Mecca by pretending to be an Arab pilgrim. 

“The first art of disguise,” he told the attentive un- 
dergraduates, “is to think in the language you are 































Armand had never forgotten his words, and now as 
he rode through France he was training himself to think 
only in French. It was not as difficult for him as it 
would have been for anyone else. 

His mother had talked to him in French when he 
was a tiny boy; in fact his very first words had: been 
a mixture of French and English. Always when they 
were together they had talked only in French, and- 
often she had said to him affectionately: 

“You must be my son as well as your father’s. He- 
can give you so much—your position, your title, the 
great wealth which will come to you one day—but I 
too can give you something valuable. I can give you 
the secret of living fully, I can teach you the art of 
being able to laugh at yourself and I can tell you of 
the joy and pain of being in love.” A 

He remembered then how she would throw back ner 
head, her whole body arched a little as if with yearn- 
ing, as she exclaimed: | 

“Teins! but these English! They do not know how: 
love! When you are older, Armand, I will tell you so 
_ much about it.” 3 

But when he was old enough to understand suci 
things, she was not there. She had died, his fascinating, 
adorable, little French mother, when he was just seven: 
teen. 3 


ci 
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He could recall all too vividly the shock of learning 
that she was dead. He remembered staring at a bowl 
of spring flowers in the drawing-room—a room which 
had been particularly her own—and thinking that they 
too would die and their loveliness depart even as she 
had gone. 

He had not blamed his father for marrying again. 
He had understood how the emptiness of the ee 
where his mother had laughed and played had seemed 
hollow and lonely beyond endurance. l 

He could understand how his father had felt that 
any companionship, however commonplace, would be 
better than sitting alone listening for a voice which 
never came, for the sound of a footfall which could not 
be heard, for the rustle of a gown which its owner 
would never wear again. 

He, too, had known what it was to feel the aching 
want of something which had gone from his life never 
to return. 

He, too, had stretched out his arms to the skies and 
wondered if life could ever be the same without the per- 
son who had made it seem so full, so glorious, so excit- 
ing an adventure. 

She had been lovely, his mother, and yet he could 
see his own likeness to her was there, that he resembled 
her more than he did his father, and that she had had 
every reason to laugh and call him “My own little 
French baby”. 

For a year or so after she had died he could not 
bear even to think of her. 

He would not speak French or listen to it being spo- 
ken; but when the first agony of her loss was made 
easier by the passing of time, he began to treasure 
every memory of her, every word he could recall her 
having spoken. 

l Now they all came back to him, every sentence, the 
little exclamations, the fascinating and amusing little 
gpa she had used which invariably made him chuck- 

As he jogged over the broad acres of the land which 
had been hers, he felt her presence beside him, guiding 
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him in this, the greatest adventure he had ever under- 
taken. 


It was ten days before he drew near to Paris. The 
weather was perfect, warm, and yet not too sultry, a 
faint breeze sweeping over the land so that even at 
midday it was not too hot to travel. 

Now Armand was impatient to arrive at his destina- 
tion. He had no plans, no idea what would happen when 
he reached Paris, yet he felt a sudden urgency creeping 
over him to get there. 

He wanted to begin the work he had undertaken, 
he wanted to get, as it were, his teeth into it. His days 
of travelling had given him, he felt, a chance to be 
armoured against surprise, to be ready for anything, 
however strange, however unexpected. . 

It was Wednesday evening when he rode down the 
long straight road which led to the village of St. Benis. 
The stars were coming out, the moon was rising. Ar- 
mand drew his watch from his pocket and saw that the 
hands pointed to a quarter to ten. 

Both he and his horse were tired. He should really 
have dined and slept some ten miles back, but he was 
impatient and he knew that St. Benis was but twenty- 
five miles from Paris, and therefore decided to stay the 
night there. | 

It was a lovely country-side, the grass verdant and 
lush, great trees shading the roads and the undulz ing 
hillside. 

Armand reached his destination and found, as he 
had expected, that the Inn was small and sparsely 
furnished. It was, however, clean and the patron hur 
ried to procure him supper and a bottle of wine. 1 

Neither tempted him to linger over the consumption 

of them, and when his hunger was satisfied he walked 
to the stables to see if his horse had been properly 
rubbed down and bedded. i 
Finding it had, he passed leisurely down the villag 
street. After riding all day it was pleasant to strete 
his legs, and presently Armand turned off the cobble 
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down a narrow lane which he saw was bord 
Serta ordered by a 

It- was a wall of formidable proportions, nearl 
twelve feet high, and surmounted by iron spikes which 
were an obvious deterrent to trespassers. But it was not 
such an impregnable obstacle as it looked, for farther 
on it had partly collapsed, leaving a gap through which 
one could easily have passed a horse and cart. 

Curious, Armand looked through the trees and 
bushes which lay beyond the*wall, and saw in the far 
distance the glimmer of silver. 

For no reason save that he had nothing better to 
do he climbed over the fallen stones, and motive on 
the soft carpet of pine needles and moss which lay 
beneath the trees, he entered a garden. 

After the fallen wall, he had expected to see a 
ruined Chateau such as he had passed, only too often, 
on his journey from the coast; but though he walked 
for some time there was no sign of a building and the 
trees thinned to reveal only a small lake fed by an arti- 
ficial waterfall and overshadowed by towering trees. 
ears was bye glimmer of silver he had seen in the 

ance, and for a moment he stood still. 
at the beauty of it. eTa e E 
Where Armand emerged from the wood he was fac- 
ing the waterfall, and he guessed that above it would 
be another lake, with perhaps another and yet another. 

To the left of the waterfall there was a small Grecian 
Temple built of marble which once must have been of 
wed heen which now had mellowed to a weath- 
er-beaten opalescent beauty and up whose pill 
a ae of honeysuckle and one Cea 

e moonlight was full on the little Temple as it 
stood flanked by dark trees. From it there n stone 
steps leading down to the lake. Everything was very 
ar = ae oe sounds were the soft music of the 

and the magical, gentle move i 
always he heard in a wood at. night. ENR ASAI 

Armand stood very still. It was not only the be 
of the place which seemed to hold him nodoa, a 

It was almost as if an enchantment was laid upon 
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him, as if some instinctive sixth sense told him that this 
moment was of vast importance and that something 
was about to happen. | 

As he watched and as a strange unaccountable pre- 
sentiment of having known this would happen swept 
over him, down the steps from the Temple there came a 
woman. 

She moved very slowly and she held draped about 
her a white and diaphanous wrap. As Armand 
watched, she reached the last step which led from the 
Temple to the water. | 

She stood still, looking about her as if she would 
drink in the loveliness of the scene, then slowly, so 
slowly that it was almost like the mists vanishing before 
the morning sun, the garment that she wore dropped to 
her waist, then on to the ground at her feet. 

She threw back her head, raised her face towards 
the moon as it shone over the trees. She was complete- 
ly naked and her beauty was indescribable. 

White and perfect, and yet glowing like the warmth 
of a pearl against the grey stone on which she stood, 
she was reminiscent of a piece of ancient Greek stat- 














But there was nothing ancient in the pulsating round- 
ness of her high breasts, in the slender length of her 
thighs and in the proud strong line of her back. | 
Her waist could be spanned by a man’s two hands and 
her neck, long and graceful, seemed to give her lovely 
head a distinction which was visible even from a dis- 
tance. A 
For a full second she stood poised, then she dived 
into the water beneath her. She swam across the lake 
turned, swam back and climbed the steps again f 
stand shimmering in the moonlight iridescent on thi 
drops of water which fell from her body. q 
Her hair was dark against her shoulders, and reac 
ing up her arms, she twisted it with a timeless gestu 
into a long coil to wring it dry. 4 
Then, as unexpectedly as she had come, she mov 
up the steps and disappeared into the shadow of t 
Temple. 
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Armand drew a deep breath. He had not breathed 
as he stood there watching her, spellbound by a beauty 
such as he had never imagined possible—the moon- 
light, the silver water, the dark trees, that lovely exqui- 
site, perfect figure. 

For a moment he thought he must have dreamt it 
and nee oe ee he stood he could see a pool of 
water dark and wet on the stone steps— i 
had touched her body. ee oe 

Slowly, almost as if he were drawn against his wi 
he started to walk towards the Temple. E ee 
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The Temple was larger than Armand had realised from 
the distance. Partially ruined, it had in the moonlight a 


strange and dramatic appearance as if it were the set- 


ting of a dream. 
The pathway led him to the centre of the steps, some 
of which ascended into the opening between the marble 


pillars whole the others descended into the cool, silver 


and now undisturbed water. He stood waiting. 


Far away in the darkness of the trees a nightingale | 


was singing. He was conscious of the fragrance of roses 


and of the other flowers whose more exotic perfumes 


he did not recognise. Everything was very still and it 
seemed as if even the trees and flowers waited. d 


Suddenly she appeared, and although he had veen. 


expecting her, it was almost startling to see her. ; 
She stood there flanked on either side by the pillars, 
her feet making no sound as she moved forward from 
the darkness of the doorway into the moonlight. 
She was humming a little tune to herself, and now 
that the silence was broken it was almost as if a ful 
orchestra crashed into a paean of triumph. 
She was lovely! Armand, who had known m an 
beautiful women in his life, caught his breath at the 
sheer untouched perfection of her loveliness. 4 
She was not tall, but the grace with which she caf 
ried herself and the exquisite manner in which her hee 
was poised on her long neck gave an impression be 
of height and dignity. , 
Her face was heart-shaped, her dark hair grow! 
into a distinct point in the centre of her smooth wh 
forehead. Her eyes were very large with dark-frin 
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eye-lashes, and between them was a tiny straight patri- 
cian nose which was somehow at variance with the 
warm and inviting curves of her red mouth. 

Her lips were parted, her eyes wide and shining as 
she stared up for a moment at the moon, quite oblivious 
that anyone was watching her. 

She was wearing a robe of some diaphanous materi- 
al, caught beneath her breasts with silver ribbons, and 
round her bare arms and over one shoulder was thrown 
a wrap of white velvet trimmed with swansdown. 

It seemed to Armand watching her that it was fitting 
that she should come from the Temple and never had 
a goddess who had stepped from Olympus been bet- 
ter fitted to play the part. 

The little tune she was humming died away. She 
looked again at the moon and sighed as if she breathed 
a wish or a prayer and watched it wing its way towards 
the heavens. But some instinct must have told her that 
she was being watched. 

She turned her head quickly and saw Armand. For 
a moment neither moved, and then the girl’s hand went 
towards her breast as if to quieten the sudden beating 
of her heart. 

“Who are you? What are you doing here?” she in- 
quired, her voice low and sweet though slightly tinged 
with fear. 

Armand stood bare-headed and bowed. 

“I am a trespasser in fairyland, Mademoiselle.” 

“Trespasser, certainly,” was the cold reply. “Please 
leave immediately the way you came.” 

“You could not be so cruel,” Armand protested. 

Without waiting for her to speak again he walked up 
the steps and stood by her side so that she could see 
him clearly by the light of the moon. 

She looked him squarely in the face for a moment or 
two before she spoke. Then she asked: 

“What do you want?” 

“Nothing!” Armand replied. “I am a traveller who 
has lost his way, or should I say found it into an en- 
chanted world of make-believe?” 

It seemed for a moment as if his answer reassured 
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her. It was as if she had been expecting something 
more formidable. Her hand no longer trembled at her 
breast and she replied calmly and in unhurried tones: 

“These grounds are private! You will please with- 
draw.” 

“May I first ask on whose authority you give such 
orders?” Armand asked. 

The girl drew herself up and her voice was proud as 
she replied: 

“On my own! I am the Comtesse Réve de Valmont, 
and the grounds are mine.” 

“Réve!” Armand repeated softly. “Then I am not 
mistaken! This is a dream and you are the dream 
within it.” | 

“A dream, Sir, to which there will be a rude awak- 
ening if you do not leave immediately.” 

“And if I refuse?” Armand asked. | 

His eyes met hers for a moment and then quickly 
she looked away. She looked round the dark silence of 
the wood and he knew that she was aware of the futility 
of her own threats. He saw the sudden sense of he: 
own helplessness sweep over her and instantly he took a 
step backwards. A 

“Forgive me!” he said, “I was but teasing you. IE 
you wish me to go, I will go at once.” 4 

Now that he had capitulated so completely, it seemed 
that her curiosity was aroused. She looked him up and 
down, noting his handsome face, the well-cut, expensive 
clothes and the flash of diamonds on his little finger. 

“You say you are a traveller, Sir. Perhaps you have 
lost your way?” z 

“Not my way,” Armand replied, “but something in 
finitely more valuable.” | 

“Indeed!” 

Her eyebrows were arched in interrogation. 

“It is something which has never happened to n 
before,” Armand said; “yet as I stood among the d 
tant trees, having, I admit, Mademoiselle, climbed im 
your property through a broken wall, I saw somethit 

so beautiful, so exquisite, that my heart flew from i 
body and is, I believe, lost to me for ever.” | 
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nee hands fluttered and her eyes could not look at 

“You—you mean you—you have been here—for 
some—time?” she stammered. 

“For a few seconds—for the whole of eternity. In 
fact for a moment that cannot be measured by the mun- 
dane confines of the passing hours.” 

He watched the colour rise in her cheeks, making 
her if possible more beautiful, and then at length with 
a gesture which somehow combined both pride and a 
sweet shyness, she said: 

“I must ask you, Sir, to remember that you were 
trespassing and that what you saw was not intended 
for your eyes or for anyone else’s.” 

“I can remember nothing save that you are the most 
beautiful person I have ever seen in my whole life.” 

His voice was very low and though she looked at him 
in sudden fright she did not move away. They were 
both of them conscious of some under-current which 
drew them together, some magnetism which passed be- 
tween them both, making everything seem strange and 
yet pulsatingly alive. 

It changed the very words they uttered and charging 
them with an excitement and a magic which utterly 
transformed the sense of everything that was said. 

For a moment neither could move. They could only 

stand looking at each other, their eyes held by a power 
stronger than that of their own wills and of their own 
thoughts. 
_ Armand was conscious that his own heart was beat- 
ing quickly. He could see a pulse throbbing in the white 
throat of the girl who faced him and knew that her 
breath was coming quickly between the sweetness of 
her parted lips. 

Now in a voice hardly above a whisper she asked: 

“Who are you?” 

It was a tremendous effort to bring himself back to 
reality. 

“I am Armand de Ségury,” he replied, “travellin 
Paris from my hone in Normandy.” ; a ee 
Armand de Ségury,” she repeated. “How strangel 
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My brother’s name is also Armand, and I am awaiting 
his arrival.” 

“Tonight? At this moment?” Armand asked for no 
particular reason save to prolong the conversation. 

What did it matter what they said aloud when their 
hearts were speaking a very different language? 

“Tonight, tomorrow, or as you say at this very mo- 
ment! Who knows?” the Comtesse replied. “He is com- 
ing from a long distance and should have been here 
some days ago. But this will not interest you, Sir! It is 
only the coincidence that your names are the same 
which made me mention it.” 




































“On the contrary, I am extremely interested,” Ar- 
mand replied. 

“Why?” 4 

The question was quite artless. He smiled as he re- 
plied: | | 


‘Do you really need an answer to that question?” 
She flushed again and then, as if she made a des- 
perate effort to recall convention, she said: >a 
“T must return to the house. It is growing late.” 

“I beg you not to leave me.” 

His words were impulsive, insistant. 

“But I must! Good-bye, Monsieur.” 

She held out her hand, but he did not kiss it MM- 
ventionally. Instead he took it in both his and held 
it closely in a warm, firm grasp. 

“Listen,” he said. “Sometimes in life things happe: 
which are too extraordinary for one ever to havi 
thought about or imagined them. There come mom onts 
which are unique, wonderful and perhaps heaven-sent 

“We should be stupid indeed if we were to ignore sut 
moments, such occurrences, or to treat them as any thin 
but miraculous. Tonight a miracle has happened to m 
I stepped into the wood over there a very different pe 
son from what I am at this moment. a 

“Can you leave me now and expect me to go to a 
as if nothing had happened?” a 

He felt her fingers tremble beneath his, but he wou 
not release her hand. = 

“Your journey is doubtless of importance, Sir.” 
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“Nothing is important save that I should see you 
again,” Armand insisted. 

“But that is impossible!” 

“Why?” 

She hesitated before she replied. 

“There are so many reasons why! You are a strang- 
er, I do not know you! If I allowed you to call, how 
could I explain our acquaintance? My Great-Aunt, 
who chaperons me, would ask questions. Besides, my 
brother is expected.” 

“So many excuses,” Armand muttered, “and yet I 
would swear humbly and without conceit that you wish 
to see me again even as I wish to see you.” 

She glanced up at him and the words with which she 
would have replied died away on her lips. She was all 
too conscious of that strange unaccountable magnetism 
between them, of a tingling sensation which seemed 
e or like fire through his fingers to invade her whole 

y. 
She felt as if he were drawing her relentlessly nearer 
to him and with a sudden sense of panic she wrenched 
her hand from his and turned her face away. 

“Please go!” 

She spoke pleadingly. Armand knelt suddenly on one 
knee, took her hand in his again and pressed his lips 
against it. 

“I shall come again tomorrow night and wait,” he 
said quietly. “If you are not there, I shall know that 
this has been in all truth—a dream.” 

He rose, and without looking at her again walked 
away down the path by which he had approached the 
Temple. 

Only when he reached the end of the lake and saw 
the way through which he had entered the wood did 
he look back. But she was gone! 

The Temple in the moonlight looked empty and lone- 
y. 


Back at the Inn Armand found the Innkeeper stifling 


his yawns as he waited up for him. 
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“Who lives in the estate on the other side of the vil- | 


lage?” Armand asked. 
“It had been given back to the de Valmont family,” 


the Innkeeper replied, adding: “What’s left of them!” 
“Did they forfeit it in the years of the Terror?” Ar- 
mand inquired. 
The Innkeeper nodded. 


“The Count went to the guillotine. Pm not saying 


that there wasn’t things against him, but he weren't a 
bad master for all that. However, he died, as did most 


of the cursed aristocrats in these parts. But the Em- 
peror, just man that he is, has given the estate back to 
the Count’s daughter, the Comtesse Réve. She lives 


there with her aunt, the old Duchess.” 


“And what about the son of the family?” Armand 


inquired. 
The Innkeeper looked surprised. 


“Son? There ain’t no son, not that I know of! One 
child was all the Count and Countess had, and she’s 
there at the Chateau now, as you can see for yo self 
if you care to drop in tomorrow on your way to Paris.” 


“Pll consider it,” Armand said languidly, “and by 
the way, I shall not be leaving for Paris tomorrow. My 
horse needs a rest and so do I. I shall stay here an- 
other night.” J 

The Innkeeper, at the thought of further busines 
instantly became obsequious. r 

“But certainly, Monsieur. It will be an honour, Moi 
sieur. If Monsieur will mention his favourite dishes ` 
the morning, my wife will cook a meal fit for tl 
Emperor himself.” t 

Long before the Patron had finished speaking A 
mand was half-way up the stairs en route to his bes 
room. | 
It was a sparsely furnished apartment, the cand 
throwing dark shadows on the big beamed ceiling 
showing up the uneven boards and cracks on the 
carpeted floor. ` 

But Armand’s thoughts were far from his surro 
ings, and when finally he lay down on the bed mad 
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home-plucked goose feathers he fell asle im- 
mediately and slept without stirring borjar 
The sun coming through the uncurtained window 
woke him, and for a moment he lay still with his eyes 
closed, remembering the events of the night before. 

In retrospect they seemed fantastic, not actually be- 
cause of what had occurred—the act of trespassing in 
a wood, of seeing a young woman bathing in a silver 
pool—but because of the emotions which had been 
aroused within him, emotions which he had never ex- 
pected to experience. 

He tried to tell himself it was all an illusion, and 
yet he knew, even as he formulated the excuse that it 
was not true. i 

As if impatient at the very hours he ha i 
sleep, Armand got out of bed with a ARAA 
determination which was very unlike his usual languid 
movements. 

After breakfasting he walked out into the 
village streets where the peasants were busy “actin 
their wares. 

Oblivious of the curious glances turned towards hi 
Armand walked through the village the way i6 ‘to 
travelled the night before until he reached the narrow 
road bordered by the high wall. 

This time instead of turning left he went right, fol- 
lowing the wall until he came to some huge iron gates 


flanked by stone columns and surmounted by heraldic 


devices. 

Through the gates was a drive, untid 

; j y and overgrown 
ya Ees but bordered by a magnificent tie of 

At the far end of them stood the Chateau. It was 
very impressive in the morning sunshine, its towers and 
turrets glittering against the blue sky, its windows flash- 
ing as iridescently as the lake which encompassed it 


about on three sides. 


Armand stood staring at it for some time, then turn- 


_ ing walked slowly back to the Inn. Th 

à Patron was 
nowhere to be seen, but finding his : 
c the house to the back. S nae 
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Armand discovered the Innkeeper’s wife in a big, 
low-ceilinged kitchen, plucking a couple of ducklings. 

“Bonjour, Monsieur,” she said, her eyes lighting up 
at the sight of him, her expression one of admiration 
as he bowed his head to enter the low doorway. 

“Bonjour, Madame,” Armand replied. “Tell me, what 
+s the name of the aunt who chaperons the Comtesse 
Réve de Valmont?” 

“Madame la Duchesse de Malessene,” she replied. 
“Great-Aunt she is to the little one and of a great age, 
Monsieur, but she has all her faculties about her. My 
own niece, who works at the Chateau, tells me that 
nothing escapes her eagle eye. Yes indeed, she is of the 
old school and there are not many like them these 
days.” 3 

“Why, Citoyenne, 
Armand teased. 

He noticed that she glanced over her shoulder as if 
in fear before she laughed back at him. 

“Pm not saying I regret the old days, Monsieur,” 
she said. “We would be ingrates indeed to do so whel 
our beloved Emperor has made France the greatest na: 
tion on the earth and the most feared. But there ar 
some who take advantage of the new conditions and thi 
new freedom. ng 

“It’s all very well to do away with religion and all tl 
old rules by which we were brought up, but are t 
young people any better for it? Thats what I sor 
times ask myself.” 

She finished plucking one duck, trussed it and sel 
down on the table; then she took up the other. {i 

“Tye no quarrel with those who live at the Châtec 
she said. “The Count was kind enough to my family | 
the little Comtesse has never been anything oul 
angel. God bless her! But you'll find some in this 
lage, Monsieur, who are murmuring against the 
peror himself because he gave the Chateau back t 


de Valmonts.” = 
dare do anything el 




































would you praise the aristocrats?” 


ol a and 


“J imagine they would not 
murmur?” Armand asked. g 
“Indeed not,” was the reply. “Who are the, 
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would like to know, to question the Emperor’s de- 
cisions? There’s impudence for you, and ingratitude! 
But as I’ve said often enough to my own good man, you 
can give some people fine positions and fine clothes 
but you won’t make them any better than the pigs they 
were when they were born.” 

“True enough,” Armand said gravely, “And there is 
no one else at the Château but the Comtesse and her 
Great-Aunt?” 

«No one at the moment, I believe, Monsieur, except 
Antoinette.” 

«And who is Antoinette?” Armand inquired. 

“Oh, she is only a servant, but a character—a real 
character. Nurse she was to the little Comtesse when 
she was born, and when the Terror came she smuggled 
her out of the Château at the very moment when the 
citizens were storming the gates. 

“No one knew what had happened to the pauvre 
petite for many years, but Antoinette kept her safe, al- 
though it’s said they roamed the country-side like gip- 
sies. Then two years ago the blessed Emperor gives the 
Château back to the little Comtesse and the old house 
comes to life again.” 

“Jt’s almost like a fairy story,” Armand said, “and 
let us hope it has a happy ending.” 

Madame laughed. 

“Ah-ha,” she said roguishly. “Monsieur would have 
my story finish with a romance. Well, Monsieur will not 
be disappointed, for ’tis whispered that the little Com- 
tesse is soon to be affianced to a very great gentleman 
and one of vast importance.” 


Armand’s tone was cold. The heat of the kitchen, the _ 


scent of the cooking were suddenly nauseating. He 


turned towards the door, yawning as he went, and Ma- 
dame stared after him with a puzzled expression as he 


left without another word. 


On leaving the kitchen Armand went purposefully 


without hesitation to where his horse was stabled. 
He called an ostler, told him to saddle the stallion and 
Waited impatiently while he did so. 
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“Monsieur is leaving?” the ostler inquired. 
“Certainly not! I shall be back within a few hours,” 
| Armand replied as he swung himself into the saddle. 

The black stallion, fresh after a night’s rest, reared 
and wheeled round the yard. When finally Armand hac 
mastered him, he set off at a sharp trot towards the 
Chateau. 

The weeds neglected on the drive were echoed on 
closer acquaintance by the shabbiness of the house it- 
self, Panes of glass were missing, the lintels were sadly 
in need of paint, and the flower gardens which sloped 
down to the lake were wild and untended. , 

Yet it was beautiful, its grey walls reflected in th 
water, its lovely proportions unaffected by superfici: 
blemishes. 7 

Armand dismounted at the front door and pulled tf 
bell-chain, which was rusty. It was a long time befo 
the door was opened. | 

He heard slow shuffling footsteps cross the floa 
the rattle of chains and locks, and finally the oak do 
swung open to reveal an old servant in a stained al 
patched uniform, his wig awry, his eyes short-sight 
and bleary. y 

“Oui, Monsieur?” 

“I have come to call on Madame la Duchesse 
Malessene,” Armand said. 

“Certainly, Monsieur. Will Monsieur 
step inside?” 

The old man opened the door a little wider, but 
mand looked at his horse. The old man became 
tered. ] 

“Monsieur is riding! Now how can I 
groom? ... Tis a long way—I shall keep 
waiting.” 

They stood undecided, a worried expression 0 
face; and then, as Armand said nothing, he ste 
forward and put his hand on the horse’s bridle. 

“J myself will take Monsieur’s horse to the si 
Enter, Monsieur, and go straight along the passagi 
will find Madame in the Purple Salon overlook 
lake. You must excuse us, Monsieur, but we W 
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expecting visitors and we are short-handed—very short- 
handed.” 

The old man led the horse away, muttering to him- 
self as he went, and Armand with a faint smile on his 
face entered the Château. 

He laid his hat down on the hall table. The furniture 
was good, he noticed. But the passage was uncarpeted 
and unbrushed and his feet echoed noisily as he passed 
through a high marble hall out of which an elaborate 
staircase ascended. 

There was no one to be seen. He hesitated a mo- 
ment for there were a number of doors opening out of 
the hall. It was difficult to guess which might be the 
Purple Salon, but at last, making his choice, he turned 
the handle of a door and found himself in a huge room 
with tapestry covered walls but otherwise completely 
unfurnished. 

He was about to retreat when he heard voices and 
saw that a door was open in the far corner of the 
room. 

He crossed the floor and saw through the half-open 
doorway that the room beyond was furnished with chairs 
and hangings of purple silk. 

The voices came from the window, and he saw that 
seated in the sunshine from an open casement in a 
high-backed chair of purple velvet was an elderly wom- 


an. This Armand guessed was the Duchess. 


She was very small but excessively formidable. Her 
skin was withered and creased into a thousand wrinkles 
from which her high-bridged aristocratic nose emerged 
like a bridge of discoloured ivory. Her eyes small, 


_ shrewd and penetrating, were perpetually moving as if 
_ she were afraid she might miss aima] : 


She wore the clothes of a bygone generation, a vast 
hooped skirt, a low cut, ornately decorated bodice, and 


_ on her head a monstrous red wig bedecked with jewels. 


She would have been a laughable fi 
ld ` t gure save for 
an inbred dignity, which made anyone who spoke to her 


instantly forget her appearance, and a sense of humour 
Which to herself and for all who knew her was an 


endless joy and amusement. 
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On a stool beside the Duchess, a piece of embroidery 
on her lap, was Réve, wearing a gown of white muslin 
trimmed with blue ribbon. 

“Do you think he will come today?” Armand heard 
her ask. 

The old lady made an expressive gesture with her 
thin hands, the sunlight glittering on her rings as they 
moved. 

“Who can anticipate what a young man will do?” she 
said in a dry, cackling voice. “Besides, he has a wear 
some way to come.” 

“That is true!” Réve replied, “and there are so many 
dangers on the way which might have delayed him. | 
wonder 7 | 

Her voice broke off and her eyes widened in aston: 
ishment, for she had suddenly caught sight of Armani 
standing in the doorway. 

For a moment she stared at him as if she could hard 
ly believe her eyes, then she rose slowly to her fee 
her cheeks crimsoning as she did so. | 

She was even more beautiful in the sunlight, 
decided. The moon had not been strong enough to1 
veal the exquisite purity of her white skin or the f 
that her eyes, fringed with their dark lashes, were 
unusual shade of green flecked with amber. 

But as Armand advanced into the room, he look 
not at Rêve but at the older woman who, at his ¢ 
proach, raised a gold-framed lorgnette to her ey oS. 

Armand walked with the utmost composure uf 
the Duchess’s chair; then he bowed and said: 4 

“Your Grace must pardon my arriving unannoun 
but your servant, who has taken my horse O 
stables, told me I should find you here.” 

“And your name, young man?” the Duche 
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quired. 5 
“I am Armand de Ségury,” Armand replied, 
father, Maurice de Ségury, told me to call on yo 

pay my respects.” 
“Maurice de Ségury,” the Duchess repeated as 
strove to remember the name. 4 
“It is many years, Ma’am, since you met my f 
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Armand said, “but he has often spoken of your wit 
and beauty, and I can well understand, now that I have 
seen you, that it would be easier for him to remember 
you than you him.” . 

The Duchess chuckled. 

“Your father has at least taught you to be a skilful 
flatterer, young man. For the moment I cannot recall 
your father, but when one is my age one’s memory 
plays strange tricks.” 

She chuckled again and glanced at Réve. 

“Tet me present you to my great-niece, the Countess 
Réve de Valmont.” 

Armand bowed. Réve put out her hand as she curt- 
sied and he touched it for a moment with his lips. Her 
fingers were very cold. 

“And what are you doing in this part of the world?” 
the Duchess asked, “En route for Paris, I'll be bound.” 
: “You are quite right, Ma'am. I journey towards 

aris. 

“In search of excitement, adventure and, of course 
—beautiful women,” the Duchess said. 

“Again, Madame, your supposition is entirely right, 
though it seems there is no need for me to go to Paris 
in search of the latter.” 

He glanced at Rêve as he spoke, but her eyes were 
veiled by her lashes and she would not look at him. 

“Your father is well?” the Duchess asked. “Your 
estates in Normandy unimpaired?” 

There was no need to ask what she meant by the 
last part of her question. 

“We are very fortunate,” Armand replied. “We live 
in a very isolated part of the country and the peasants 
there were not unduly infected by the fever which swept 


= Over much of France.” 


“And now?” the Duchess asked. 
“Like the rest of France our men are serving the 
Emperor,” Armand replied. 
The Duchess nodded. 
“Yes, it is the same everywhere. Napoleon is insa- 


tiable for men—me 
-n—men, and more men, more blood to be 
Shed, more lives to be lost.” 
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She spoke the last words vehemently, and Rêve gave 
her a startled glance before putting her hand on her 
arm. 
“Be careful, Madame,” she said in a low voice, then 
looking at Armand she said: “Her Grace is very frank 
in expressing her opinions, Monsieur.” | 

“And why not?” Armand asked. “I am not an in- 
former, Mademoiselle.” l 

“Of course you are not,” the Duchess said quickly 
before Rêve could speak. “You don’t look like one! Be- 
sides, you are a gentleman, one can see that with half 
an eye. You are not like those common jumped-up 
parvenus who strut about the Tuileries being invested 
with ridiculous titles to cloak their inbred vulgarity.” 

«Madame! Madame!” Rêve admonished anxiously; 

But Armand threw back his head and laughed. 
Duchess joined in. 

“A perfect description, Madame,” he said, “but one 
which will hardly commend itself to the Emperor’s ser se 
of humour.” | 

“Pshaw!” the Duchess snorted. “He hasn’t got one 
No soldier ever had, and certainly no Corsican.” 

“Yet France pays him homage and offers him abso 
jute adoration,” Armand said. 4 

“Rightly so, for he has saved France from he self, 
replied the Duchess. “But will he be content with wh 
he has already achieved?” 4 

Armand did not reply and after a moment si 
continued: a 

“No—for such as he can never stand still, he mu 
always press onward—onward—and to what?” | 
“He is ambitious, Madame!” 
“Ambitious!” the Duchess snorted. “There are th 
things, boy, which turn a man from a human be 
into a god—or a devil; three things which mak 
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may be beautiful in the sky, but he can be terrible 
and nae and treacherous at close quarters.” 

. e crest of Napoleon Bona i 
soaring,” Armand ed ee 

“Exactly—but one day his wings will tire.” 

The Duchess laughed her high cackle as at a proph- 
ecy of ill omen. 

Fogh walked to the window and looked out over the 
lake. 

“You forget, Ma’am,” she said, “the the Emperor has 
returned to me the home of my ancestors and has 
honoured me with his friendship. Laughing at him is 
hardly a becoming way of showing our gratitude.” 

The Duchess smiled at her and held out her hand 
with an impulsive gesture. 

“All right, child,” she said. “I am a garrulous old 
woman! I will strive to keep my tongue in check, but 
I have lived too long to try to pick and choose my 
words like a hen looking for a grain of wheat, For 
eighty-five years I have said what has come into my 
head and I shall continue to do so whatever the con- 
sequences.” 

There was something pathetic rather than defiant in 
the Duchess’s words, and Réve, turning towards her 
took her, outstretched hand and laid it against her cheek, 

The gesture was exquisite, and the white blue-veined 
fingers glittering with rings were in startling contrast to 
the ivory smoothness of the magnolia cheek. 

The moment of sentiment passed quickly. The 
Duchess withdrew her hand and said sharply: 

“We are forgetting our manners. Wine for our visitor. 
You will join me in a glass of Madeira, Sir?” 

oo be honoured,” Armand said. 

ve crossed the room. She moved so swiftly that 
Armand had to hurry to open the door for her bals 
she reached it. As he did so their eyes met and for a 


al man’s spirit soar like the flight of an eagie—an 
i i tion, religion—and love.” i 
it “So love is an eagle,” Armand said softly, his’ 
WM on Réve. 
“Indeed it is,” the Duchess retorted. “And who í 
a fig for your cooing doves? But remember, al 
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moment she was still, arrested in the very movement 


of departure. Then she drew in a d 
neal eep breath and went 


_ Armand was aware that the Duchess w i 
Le as watc 
him closely. He moved back to her side. T 
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“Maurice de Ségury,” she said reflectively. “I wish I 
could remember him. Are you like your father, boy?” — 
“No, I resemble my mother,” Armand answered 
truthfully. | 

“She must have been a very pretty woman,” the 
Duchess said, and again in all truthfulness Armand re- 
plied: 

“She was!” 

He was expecting further questions regarding his fam- 
ily when the Duchess said unexpectedly: | 

“You admire my grand-niece?” 

“But of course, Your Grace. Who could fail to 
mire anyone so exquisite.” 

“She is a sweet child,” the Duchess said, “and by no 
means as simple as she appears. She has suffered and 
experienced many strange things during the years when 
she was in hiding. You have perhaps heard about he 
adventuring?” 5 

“A little,” Armand admitted. “There were many s 1c] 
stories, I believe, of the children of aristocratic fam 
ilies wandering the country-side in fear of their lives 
attended only by some loyal servant who eventual 
smuggled them away to safety.” 

“Yes, there were many tales like that,” the Duche 
said, “but, as always in life, one is concerned with 
particular instance, the one which concerns oneself 
was in Italy when the Revolution broke out, and I st 

e that prevented me from embracing Madame Gi 
lotine, but I heard that my nephew had been taken 
Paris and executed. It was ten years before I fin 
learned what had happened to my great-niece. “ 
years, Monsieur! It is a long time!” | 

“But she was safe!” Armand said. 

The Duchess nodded. 4 

“Yes, safe, thanks to the devotion of a maidse! 
But who knows what the future will be! She has 
the sheltered, disciplined life which every Frenc! 
of decent family should enjoy. Sometimes I 

about her; sometimes, when she is chiding 1 
being frank and impetuous, I think there is 001 
for me to worry.” 1 
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The Duchess’s voice sank almost to a whi 
then with a sudden cackling laugh, which wa cou 
as it echoed round the room, she said: e 

“But why should I bore a handsome youn 
with this? Tell me about yourself, Sir. There is ne ate 
ject more interesting to a man.” 

“But I would far rather talk about you, Madame,” 
Armand said, “I find my own history chen tasetiventey 
boring, but yours should be stimulating.” 

The Duchess was laughing when Réve came back 
into the room, carrying a silver tray on which reposed 
two glasses and a decanter of wine. 

Armand and the Duchess drank together and wh 
his glass was finished Armand rose to say aie 
The few sentences he exchanged with Réve were con- 
ea > hae read much from the expression 
in her eyes, from the touch of her fin raise 
them to his lips. sith an s 

The Duchess dismissed him jokingly, teasing him 
about the gay time he would have in Paris: a Waa 
at length he was riding down the drive away from the 
Chateau, he was not certain what he had gained or 
lost by the boldness of his visit, 

The rest of the day passed slowly, and it was with 
e eee iar = itself was a novel sensation 

at Armand watched the hours ti i 
Ee on ck by until darkness 
He dined early and allowed himself far too long f 
i or 
the walk through the village and down the lane which 
led to the gap in the wall. Indeed, he found his feet 
carrying him more swiftly than he had walked for some 
He tried to laugh at himself, sayi 
1 ying that the French 
= E e eoa pra >is have gone to his head 
; at in truth his urgen j 
in his heart and would not be ated,” ve eens 
The little lake among the trees, which he knew now 


‘was the last of a long chain of lakes reaching from the 


pH 7} Peal i 
C to the wood, was as still and silver as on the 


night before. 
“J Only the moon on the Temple was brighter, seeming 
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almost dazzling in its brilliance and making the con- 
trast of the dark trees even more mystical. 

Armand found the Temple deserted as he had ex- 
pected, and sitting down on the steps, he prepared to 
wait. He tried to think, to analyse the feelings and 
emotions of the last twenty-four hours, but he found 
it impossible to do so. 

He could only wait, every muscle in his body tense 
until the moment when Rêve would appear. For some 
agonising moments he began to think she would not 
come and to wonder what he would do, when suddenly 
he heard a movement behind him. À 

He turned to see her standing above him, between 
the pillars of the Temple. 

He had not expected her to come that way. For a 
moment he did not rise but just sat motionless looking 
at her. She was wearing an evening gown of satin em- 
broidered with tiny pearls and her hair was dressed 
high on her head and bound with a ribbon. ' 

She stood there waiting for him to speak, and when 
finally he rose to his feet and went towards her, there 
was nothing left to say. He could only put out his arms 
and hold her close to him. 4 

She could not resist him. It was as if she could ni 
longer fight something more powerful and more insig 
tent than convention. Her head went back against his 
shoulder, he saw her eyes looking up into his, her lip 
waiting. 

He kissed her then, his mouth seeking hers, fir 
tenderly and gently as one might caress a child, an 

then growing fiercer, more passionate, more demandin 
until at length he felt the flame within himself ignitin 
response within her. 
They clung together, drawing closer and closer un 
it seemed as if they were united one with the ot 
indivisible and for all time. 4 
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Réve woke, and opening her eyes, la i 

i , lay for som 
watching the sunshine percolating in narrow pe 
streams from behind the heavy curtains screening th 
windows of her bedroom. se 

She had slept in this room when she w i 

as 
and it was not only sentiment which made her nie 
it again when she returned to the Chateau. It was a fer- 
vent desire to recapture the happiness, contentment 
and peace of those years before the Revolution. 

She had felt that the white walls patterned with gold 
roses, the ceiling painted with plump, smiling cupids 
ee the Se eee the lake had a magic 

at would w er back through time i 
chanted past. i Se a 

But a room could not give her what she sought 
t gi , nor 
indeed could she find within the walls of her haa 
anything but a yearning for her lost childhood and an 
apprehension for the future. 

More than that, she was haunted by her memories of 
the Terror—memories which lay like an unhealed, ach- 
ing scar beneath all she did and thought. i 

There was never a day, as she passed through the 
hall and up the exquisitely tapered staircase, when she 
a os “eel the hoarse shouts and the banging 

e outer doors which had heralded th 
the Eo oea espe 
e could see again her father comin 
i e: g slowly down 
>e erie exquisitely dressed as always, the dianani 
Eee oat glittering in the light of the chandeliers, his 
ti gers holding his gold snuff-box as nonchalantly 


as if he were about to entertain a number of welcome 


ALICUIUS 
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When they met on the staircase, he stopped and as 


Réve looked up at him, her face white with fear, he 
put two fingers under her chin and turned her face to 
his. For a moment his eyes looked into hers before he 


said quietly: 


“There is only one thing of which to be afraid, ma 


fille, and that is of being afraid.” 


Réve had hardly heard him. Little though she was, 
she knew something momentous and terrifying was 


threatening her very existence. 


She put out her arms to cling to her father, unaware 
that she was trembling, conscious only that the shouts 
outside and the thumping on the outer doors were be- 


coming noisier and more violent. 


The Count bent and kissed her and for a moment his 
lips lingered against her forehead, then with a faint 
smile he turned towards her nurse who was standing 


behind. 


«Allons, Antoinette!” he said briefly and proceeded 


downstairs. 


After that everything had been a nightmare of in: 
coherence and terror. Antoinette had smuggled Révi 
down a secret staircase into an ancient passage, dam; 
and stinking from long disuse, which had been tunn elle 











beneath the lake. 


When they had emerged gasping into the opel 


twenty minutes later, the air had seemed unexpected 
sweet and fresh after the foul atmosphere of the pa 
sage. And after they had filled their lungs, they Ii 
stood within the shelter of the wood to look back att 
Chateau. | 
Every window was ablaze with light. In some of th 
the light came from the tapers normally lit at this he 
in the great crystal chandeliers and crested sil 
sconces, but in others the tar-dipped torches of thet 
olutionaries gleamed red as blood. A 
It was some years before Rêve learned how he 
ther had met and greeted the drunken, murder 
rabble with courtesy and dignity which for the me 
checked their lust for blood. a 
His indomitable courage had indeed saved hi 
4d | 



































































































for a short while; but after he had been taken to Paris 
and imprisoned there, the death sentence was pro- 
nounced and he ascended the guillotine with a jest on 
his lips. 
The Château had been sacked of most of its contents 
But when Rêve returned and took up residence again 


in the home of her forefathers, she grew used to 


hearing that those in the household who rose first in 
the morning had discovered little piles of furniture 
drapery and various other articles outside the front 
door, deposited there by some conscience-stricken citi- 
zens under the darkness of the night. 

Once when she was shopping in the village she had 
seen through an open door in a shop a gilt-framed mir- 
ror which had hung in her father’s bedroom. She had 
stared at it but said nothing, and the shopkeeper, notic- 
ing her glance, went crimson with embarrassment. 

Next morning the mirror lay outside the door of the 
Château. It was little things like this which touched her 
and made her feel that she was amongst her own people 
again. 

Yet the agonies she had suffered in those years when 
homeless and a fugitive, she roamed the country-side 
with Antoinette, were not easily forgotten. 

At first she had been child enough to live from day 
to day; but as she grew older she had begun to realise 
how much she was missing of the life she should have 
enjoyed, the companions she should have had, and 
the position she should have held. 

It was only after Napoleon Bonaparte had risen to 
power and France was once again behaving in a decent 
and civilised fashion that Rêve’s life underwent a second 
transformation. 

Antoinette had by this time managed to i ` 
with some of Rêve’s relatives in Pare Thee woke Goll 
poverty-stricken cousins who were not important enough 
2 oe the anger of the revolutionaries and had there- 
= one through the years of Terror undisturbed and 

They made Réve as welcome as they could, but it 





_ Was perfectly obvious both to her and to Antoinette 
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that they had no wish to provide a permanent home 
for a beautiful girl of sixteen and her old nurse. 

They talked things over frankly and her cousin, 
Francois, a middle-aged man whose only real interest 
in life was in the collection of ancient coins, consulted 
an advocate with whom he was on friendly terms. | 

The latter informed him that the émigrés had been 
permitted to return home and that Napoleon was in the 
process of restoring to some of them the property and 
houses of which they had been deprived during the 
Revolution. ; 

Following this information it had been decided what 
would be the best for Rêve to do—to make an applica- 
tion through the civil courts, to approach the great Na- 
poleon in person, or to return and attempt to take up 
residence in the Château which was known to be 
empty and unoccupied. It was Reve who made the fina 
decision. 

“J will speak to the Emperor myself,” she said, 

At the Tuileries, where Napoleon had taken up hi 
official residence, she managed by the usual method o 
bribery and cajolery of the Court officials to gain en: 
trance to the ante-chamber where those desirous Of @ 
audience with the Emperor waited their turn, some 
times fruitlessly for months on end. a 

After years of living among peasants, of hav 
neither money nor belongings of any value, she W 
at first overcome by the magnificence and luxury 

the Palace—the green and gold livery of the se yan 
the pages with their gold chains and medals, the g 
geously be-gilt peace officers, were all as dazı ing 
the illustration to a fairy story. s 

There were, too, the furnishings of the different 

lons—in one the hangings were of blue lilac lust 
embroidered with a honeysuckle pattern with mat 
In another yellow satin and brown had been sele 
with fringes of sang de beuf and the looking-gh 
were all draped instead of framed, while beneath 
stood beautiful porphyry and other fine marble | 
holding vases of exquisite Sevres china and of § 
mounted in ormolu. vid 
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Treasures beyond price graced the walls for with 
Napoleon’s endless increasing conquests it was little 
wonder that all his Palaces began to look like Alad- 
din’s Cave. 

There were Rembrandts and Van Dycks t 
the Dutch, antique armour from the Yuan MRENE 
the sword of Frederick the Great from the Prodana 
—only from England were there as yet no spoils. 

It was all very bewildering to a girl who for so many 
years of her life had only known ragged clothes and a 
straw mattress, who had often been hungry for the 
crusts of coarse black bread, who had thought of a cu 
of milk as a luxury, of a new-laid egg as a feast. s 

The contrast was bitter, too, not only for herself but 
for those who befriended her, knowing as she did the 
struggle they had to scrape a living from the soil and to 
pay the many taxes which were imposed upon them 

For a moment she had a wild desire to denounce 
this Corsican adventurer, who had risen to power b 
af age te e Revolution and who now aa 

sell Wi ose very extrava i i 
2y caused the flame of se laa ne 

ut something cynical, or perhaps it i 
sensible, made her choke bok ie ca ae 
She had come to get something and only by bein calm 
ay could she hope to gain it. ° 

ew 
ko aited three weeks before finally her opportunity 

The Emperor, his audience at an end, was i 

À a 
iA the ante-chamber, and while the Shn aaa 
ack respectfully, Réve rushed forward and flung h 
ares her before him. Si 
ore the officials could remove her f i 
she had looked up into his f doonk G 
“I crave a lour, Sire.” e A 


He looked down at her and his cold, steel-gray eyes 


noted both her youth and her beauty. Napoleon never 


could resist a beautiful w 
oman, 
“Who are you?” 


His voice was sharp and there was almost a military 


co nma ad about it. 


47 









eas 
ie 


n 


MEN 
RANIJI 


WA 
i Ht 


: i 
| i i 
ii i 


ii i 
\ | 
i 
Whi] | 
bi 


“J am the Comtesse Réve de Valmont,” she replied, 
“and I have come to beg that my estates at St. Benis 
may be returned to me.” 

An official moved forward. He was a pompous, 
middle-aged man with a hard supercilious expression. 

“This claim, Your Majesty, can be dealt with in or- 
derly fashion by the commissioners you have appointed 
to investigate such matters. There is no reason for this 
young woman to trouble you personally.” 

Napoleon ignored the interruption. His eyes were on 
Réve’s heart-shaped face and the appeal in the big eyes 
raised to his. i | 

“De Valmont!” he said slowly. “Was your father 
Count Maxime de Valmont?” 

“Yes, Sire.” 

“He is alive?” 

“No, Sire. He died by the guillotine.” 

“Tf he had lived, how old would he have been h 

Rêve considered for a moment. 

“He was born in 1761.” 

Napoleon nodded his head. ~ 

“I thought so! He was at the military school a 
Brienne with me. I remember him! He was kind to mi 
once. He invited me to sup with him when I was hur 
gry. Your estates shall be restored to you. See to it 

The order was to the official who had tried to inte 
vene, and then almost before Réve had recovered ro 
her surprise or could know the relief of having oO 
tained that which she sought, the great man h 
passed on and the ante-chamber was emptying vehi 




































him. 

Her first elation at coming back to the Chåte 
was short-lived. There was a great deal to be doni 
the place before it was even habitable, and there 
very little money with which to do it. E 

Through her cousins she got in touch with her C 
Aunt, the Duchess of Malessene; but while the ole 
was prepared to act as a chaperon to Rêve and te 
a great deal of her own furniture to the Chateau 
all the rest of the aristocracy whose position and 
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had been swept away by the flood ti i 
she had pathetically littie money ae mae 

However, they managed; and it would not have 
been as easy as it was had there not been many guilty 
consciences in the village of St. Benis. Carpenters and 
bricklayers came to the Château and put in an abnor- 
mal amount of work for just a few sous in payment. 

Painters and stone-masons seemed willing to work 
while the hours of daylight lasted, yet their accounts 
were equally as small. Gradually the holes in the roof 
were mended, the windows glazed, the doors rehung. 

In fact it was possible to live in the Château even 
if it was but a shabby ghost of its former glory. And 
when the Duchess’s furniture arrived from the south 
it began to recapture a little of its lost elegance. 

Even so there was no point in unpacking too much, 
for the indoor staff consisted only of old Jacques and 
his wife, who had served the Count, Antoinette and 
two or three village girls who were too half-witted to 
find any other more lucrative form of employment. 

Jacques was getting very old. He had been about 
to care hes the Revolution swept away his chance of 
a comfortable pension. But h 
ee hore p ow thankful they were to 

He knew how things ought to be done, and though he 
grumbled incessantly, mourning the loss of the old days 
and deprecating the improvisations and make-shifts 
which had to be used for everything they found that 
E e ee jurisdiction there was at least 

semblance of formality in j 
E from the indoor maei Pes eee 
metimes Réve would feel the whole thing was a 
farce, that the life she was trying to eee among 
the ruins of the past was empty and meaningless. 
E pe pa it was only the Duchess’s magnifi- 
nse of humour j i 
eo despa which kept her from seeming 
oy, as an ordered existence came out of 
os, other complications arose which made her ap- 


prehensive and not a little afraid. Yes, afraid; and 


ay 





lying now in her bed, Réve admitted to herself that she 
was terribly afraid of—the future. 

Impulsively, as if galvanised by her own thoughts, 
she sprang from the bed and drew back her curtains. 
She looked out over the clear water of the lake which 
lay directly beneath her bedroom window. 

It was then that the full realisation of what hac 
occurred last night came flooding back to her mind, 
and she raised her hand to her cheeks as if she would 
hide the crimson tide of colour which swept into them 

How wonderful, how unexpectedly miraculous it had 
been! She had not known it was: possible to feel sc 
happy, to know such an ecstasy within herself. 

So this was love! This was love, soaring, as tht 
Duchess said, like an eagle until one’s very humanity 
was lost in the dazzling blue of a translucent joy— 
a joy which made one tremble with shyness, yet leap 
as a burning flame to consume that very timidity. 3 

Réve drew a deep breath. She was happier than sh 
had ever been before in the whole of her life. 

She was in love! And yet there was still a shado 
a cloud hovering darkly in the background. There ha 
been no time to talk last night. 

There had indeed been not a moment for words 
their whole beings responded one to the other, a 
she had known that all she wished to hear was / 
mand’s heart beating in unison with hers, all she wish 
to feel was the insistence of his lips on hers and t 
tender pressure of his hands. 3 

How could she even remember there was anyth 
else in the wonder of knowing her own response, ir 
breathless happiness of seeing the flame of passio 
his eyes and of knowing that he desired her? i 

How could they speak except in the broken 1 
murings of love, as soft and musical as the evi 
breeze in the pine trees? 

“Je t'adore!” 

“So lovely—so perfect!” 

“Again!” 

“Oh God—again!” r 

There had been no need, no time for conve 
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but now in the clear mornin lig t Rêv j 
much they had to tell each n s E 

It was now that she regretted that she knew so li 
about Armand or he about her. They knew all pe 
ya o on "o loved each other, that they be- 

onged one to er as they must h i 
pa y t have belonged in 

It was not a question of love at first sight, but rath 
A on O two people who must eat. os 

en together in some previous existen | 
found each other again in this. neo 

From the first moment she had set e i 

yes on him, Rê 
thought Armand seemed familiar. She did not on 
whether it was his handsome face, his dark eyes, the 
firm squareness of his jaw, or the way his mouth curved 
at the corners when he was amused. 

All she knew was that it seemed impossible 
that there had been a time when she hada ‘as 
him, when she had not loved him; and she knew with- 
out being told it that he felt the same about her. 

They had found each other, and their bodies had 
recognised what their memories and brains had forgot- 
ten. 

“Your hair!” 

Armand had touched it gently as if it we 
delicate substance that might be injured by the een i 
of his fingers. She had known what he asked of her 
and with hands which trembled with the ecstasy within 
er breast she had taken the pins fr i 
Ei pins from the dark, shin- 

Her face burned again as her hair fell softly over 


_ her naked shoulders as it had done the night before. 


She had known of what he was thinking 
back to look at her. Hig? AER 


Then reverently, in what seemed to her almost an act 


of adoration, he had dropped on one knee and taking 


only one slender curl in his hand, he had pressed his 


lips to it. 
i peo a moment she was half afraid, as if he had 
me drawn from her into some sacred place where she 
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could not follow him; then he was on his feet again and 
she was once more in his arms. 

She felt the fiercely possessive strength of him com- 
pel her subservience; she knew the fury of the fire she 
had awakened within him and was aware that only an 
iron self-control kept him from carrying her by force 
into the dark shadows of the Temple. 

«My little—love!” 

His voice broke on the words; then his lips sought 
hers hungrily, the need for her making his caress almost 
cruel in its very existence. * 

Rêve felt the sun warm on her- lips and felt again 
that kiss of exquisite pain and ecstasy. ; 

At the very thought she felt her whole body tingle 
and as the flickering flame of desire rose within her s 1 
was aware of the sweet heaviness of her eyelids at 
the burning warmth of her mouth. Soon, soon, she told 
herself, she would see him! $ 

At the thought her heart leapt, as she had so ofte 
seen the stags leap, wild and untrammelled, as the 
strove to attack the hinds. 4 

She would see him again; and then, as if a clou 
swept over the brilliance of the sun; she remembere 
that today might bring her half-brother to the Chatea 

She had waited for him so long. She had anticipat 
his arrival hour by hour, and yet now for the first tir 
she dreaded his coming and wished she had prevent 
her aunt from writing to him. 

Armand, Marquis d’Augeron, was the son of Rev 
mother by her first husband. She had been desperat 
unhappy in a marriage which had been contracted 
fore she left school with a man old enough to be 
father, and on her husband’s death she had tul 
to her own home. . 

But her husband’s relations had prevented her i 
taking her child with her and the boy, who had 

ceeded to the title, had been brought up on the £ 
estates of his grandparents. After his mother had 
ried the Count de Valmont, all communications be 
them ceased. 
Réve had never met her half-brother. She kne 
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he was fifteen years older than ‘iis was, and th 
mention of him had made her mother very sad. Hoey 

She learned this from Antoinette, for her mother had 

died when Réve was only two years old of some obscure 
agonising disease for which the doctors could find 
neither cure nor relief. 

It was the Duchess who had insisted that Réve’ 
brother should be informed that she had oe 
the Chateau and be asked to visit her. 

She had mooted this suggestion several times bef 
Réve agreed to do as she wished, and only when the 
question os ria age arose did she allow the Duch- 
ess to wr e letter which invited Armand d’ 
to Valmont. yeni te 

“It is not fitting,” the Duchess said, “that I should 
negotiate your marriage when you have a nearer rela- 
tive. If your brother did not exist, then perforce I 
should do my best for you, child, but when it comes to 
eo — than ee g else it is of the utmost 
im ce that one should be conventi 
shrewd. I am getting old; ee eT 

«J find finance and figures makes me feel gid 

i and 
I cannot grasp them. This offer for your badi oe 
by a very rich man and the settlement which he must 
make on you should be a large one, but I am afraid 
to undertake such delicate negotiations. Let us ask 
ee... to come here for a visit. 

“He holds a position of importance and his lands and 
properties will not have been affected by the Revolution. 
He will obviously make the arrangements far better than 
Ican. Be guided by me in this if in nothing else.” 

_ Réve had agreed and one of the reasons for her agree- 

eres that while they were waiting for Armand’s 

E coe for her wedding must be held 
J ew nothing about th i 

a had offered for her cad ee 

o the best of her belief she had never set eyes on 


him, although the information was conveyed to the 


Duchess by a friend that he had seen her when she was 


in Paris and had fallen in love with her. 


The Duchess was so old, so out of touch with the 
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And now after last night, after meeting the 
whom her heart must have been SEACA 2 
a grew up, she knew she could never marry anyone 
else. 

Standing at the window and looking out 
lake, she realised how little she knew ica oie 
de Ségury. All that she was certain of was that his 
name was Armand like her half-brother’s, that he came 
from Noite and that she loved him. 

She knew nothing else, and yet did anythin 
matter? That was all that was of scouts Cin 
loved him and he loved her. He might be married for 
all es at ” wa grt iy gat or have a price 
on his and yet nothing else was of 
save that they loved each other. eee 

At the mere thought of him she could f 
ee ie eel her whole 

Ria tities life—je t’adore!” 

e cou ear his voice deep with j 
could feel the throb of her heart Dai eaS = 
“Mine ... mine!” 
A note of triumph—man, the conqueror! Ye 
: ee t would 
she ask anything else of life but to be conquered—b 
him? i 

When her half-brother eventually arrived, she would 
have a very different story to tell him from what had 
been intended when the Duchess first wrote to Poland. 
She would tell him that she was in love, that the Comte 
Eoee must be told that this suit was in vain 
an at negotiations mušt start with famil 
Armand de Ségury. a pa 

And it must be done quickl 

y! Alone, Réve blush 
to herself as she realised how quickly she wanted aut 
negotiations to proceed. She wanted to be married, she 
wanted to belong in heart, mind and soul. If ever a 
marriage was made in heaven, theirs would be 

Armand de Ségury!” j 
E repeated the name to herself and liked it. Then 

aS ay and told herself she would like any- 
ne at he was called, however banal, however or- 
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modern world, that she knew as little about the Count 
and his family as did Rêve. 

“His grandfather was a handsome man,” she said. “I 
remember dancing with him once at Versailles, but that 
is all I can recall of the Durieux family. It will be for 
your half-brother to make the investigations, to discover 
if they are genuinely wealthy and their breeding unim- 
peachable.” 

Réve was well aware that it was expected that she 
should marry and the marriage would be arranged in 
the conventional manner of her country. Yet she had 
been curiously reluctant to take the step, to leave Val- 
mont, to relinquish the home to which she had so 
cently returned. 

It was therefore with a sense of relief that she real- 
By, ised that it would take some months to contact her 
gor ni brother in Poland and for him to come to Valmont. 

Ni It was in fact two months before they had even af 
answer to the Duchess’s letter. France was in a state 
me)! of unrest and Napoleon was moving his armies about, 

There was the war with Russia, and when the mes: 
senger finally returned he had more to say of the trib- 
ulations he had suffered on his journey than about thi 
Marquis d’Augeron and what he was like. 

It seemed that the Marquis had made very little in 
pression on him, although he spoke for some leng 
about a Monsieur de Frémond who had apparent 
aroused his animosity. Anyway the Duchess’s letter B 
achieved what it had set out to do. 

Armand wrote quite pleasantly to say that he und 
stood the position and would proceed to Valmont W 
all possible speed. They might expect him within i 
next two months. But the two months had come | 
gone and still there was no sign of him. 

Instead there was another letter from the Cor ate 
Durieux asking that negotiations be put in hanc 
speedily as possible and hinting that the Emperor 
self was interested in the proposed betrothal. 

Réve had felt a sense of panic rise within her. 
was the Comte de Durieux? What did she no 
him? Why was he so insistent? À 
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dinary it might be, she gave a little sigh and turned 


from the window. 

She must go downstairs, she thought, and take her 
petit déjeuner in her Great-Aunt’s bedchamber as she 
was wont to do. 

It would be difficult, she thought, to keep her happi- 
ness hidden from the old lady’s penetrating eyes, from 
her shrewdness which guessed at things almost before 
one was aware of them oneself. 

Réve had half suspicioned that the Duchess had fan- 
cied something unusual was occurring when Armand 
called yesterday. She had said nothing for a few min- 
utes after he had gone from the room. 

She appeared to be thinking, her eyes fixed reflective- 
ly on the door through which he had departed; then she 
said quickly: 

“A handsome young man indeed! But beneath nat 
attractive visage I sense both character and intelligence. 
Do you like him, child?” i 

Réve had been startled by the question, but with at 
effort she had made her reply in what she hoped wai 
a disinterested voice. . 

“J thought him pleasant enough, Madame.” | 

“Doubtless he is thinking in the same extravagal 
phrases about you,” the Duchess said sarcastically, 
note of dry humour in her voice which told Réve sh 
was not deceived by her artlessness. “I wish I cot 
remember a little more about his family, for I like 1 
boy. There is something about him, something wh 
makes me sure that he has both breeding and pe ‘SO! 
ity. There are not many young men like that about 
these days when counter-jumpers and scullions ape t 
betters.” 4 

Réve had said nothing for fear she might b ray 
self, and after a moment the old lady had c 
hand on her shoulder and said quietly: ae 

«Hélas! Let us hope that your half-brother will 
be here and your future arranged.” ý 

Rêve had been certain then that the Duches 
guessed at her feelings and now she half wishe 
she had confided in her Great-Aunt, for if it nac 
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difficult to keep sil i 
ner oe a ent yesterday, it would be even 
er very heart was bursting wi i 
when she looked in her iver te Se oe ee 
were shining from her face, revealing her pe 
who looked at her. oe 
She began to dress, selectin 
; g her i 
o ae for her a ai A ana i 
= E e was humming as she did so the ae 
8 ght-hearted melody which had been in h : 
ne that MT now seemed so long jonas 
com 
ma e from the Temple to find Armand 
She was nearly dressed wh 
en there cam 
on hy door, and before she could answer Liao eo 
could command whoever was outside to enter the d : 
was burst open and one of the village irls big 
loutish creature with a harelip, came into Anay S 
Mam’selle? Oh, Mam’selle!” she cried in an agi 
tated voice, slurring her words more than usual = 
ae looked up at her in surprise aa 
“What is the matter, Lili?” she 
girl struggled for breath she added kindly: sis ou 
moe frightened you? You look upset!” ae 
= ae a no ae Lili’s agitation. Her hair 
E : g in ark greasy coils from under her 
en ve red hands were twisting themselves 
pe ope } seemed as if she were about to burst 


“Come at onc s P 

jady ihe < ee Mam selle, si’l vous plait. The old 

a agi - ae told time without number not to 

ating chess as “the old lady”, but Réve did 

gael . ee now. She sprang to her feet and 

oe. time to say another word she had 

ee e room and down the wide stairs to th 
partment. : 


The door was open, the curtains drawn, and with a 





i eo p of relief Rêve saw that Antoinette was 
bedside. Indeed it must have been Antoinette 


wi ð sent Lili to find her. 
57 





not waste any of it in useless regrets. Madame la Duch 


Mi i} I regret in my life are the times I said no—and the 









As she sped across the room towards the big four- 
` poster bed draped with oyster-tinted satin she saw the 
Duchess’s face among the pillows and knew what Lili 
had been afraid to tell her. 

She stood arrested half-way across the room, unable 
to proceed, unable to move. 

The Duchess was very old and yet somehow the 
flame of life had burnt so strongly, so youthfully within 
her ancient body that it was almost impossible to im- 
agine that the time had come when she would relinquish 
her hold on the world she had found so amusing. 

Rêve’s face was stricken as Antoinette turned to- 
wards her, and crossing the room, the older woman put 
her hands about her comfortingly as she had done so 
often ever since she was born. 

“It was a happy death, ma petite. You must not 

‘eve. This is the way she would have wished to die.” 

“But, Antoinette, what shall we do without her?” 
Réve said in a small, broken voice. | 

Antoinette drew her towards the window, her arms 
still around her. 

"Yes, yes, I know, ma chérie, but we weep for our- 
selves. Life will go on! We must only remember we arẹ 
the richer for having known her.” 

“Yes, that is true,” Rêve said. “We are so much the 
richer for having known her.” She laid her head for a 
monent on her nurse’s shoulder. “How wise you are, 
Antoinette! You always know the right thing to say, 
the right thing to do. Sometimes I wish I was as © i 

as Madame and as wise as you.” 

As she was talking, the tears came to her eyes and 
began to fall down her cheeks. Understandingly, / n- 
toinette drew her closer, consoling her as if she were a 
frightened child. 4 

“T know, ma petite,” she said. “We all feel like the 
at times. But for you life is just beginning and you mus 


ive! aN 
my), ess would not have it. She had lived her life fully 
Often she has said to me: “Antoinette, the only thing 


33 


| were not many of them. 
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Rêve smiled through her ini 
phos hear her say it.” 
“Always Madame held out her hand 
* = S t i 
She embraced it, she lived every moment eh pi 
joyment, in appreciation and with courage. Th te 
ae ma chérie, courage.” S Sa 
êve raised her head and looked i 
7 into th 
Ho wy Antoinette was over fifty, but iy a 
un! nea he was in fact a young-looking woman d 
spite the fact that her hair was almost white. H s 
ae yee rg of great sweetness a8 
t was, Réve thought sometim i 
es, an expre 
as she had seen on the faces of nuns who oa 
their lives to tending the sick and the suffering. It 
= expression of dedication and saintliness which mas 
ae Nene, re of strength and doterana 
é ese things, 
she had dedicated her life to he ace eer the a 
ment of her birth at Valmont eae 
Impulsively now she put her 
arms 
a neck ny drew her face down ten ee 
try, Antoinette, to be 
= eae as brave as Madame and 
Antoinette Kissed her, then rose to her feet. There 
was a suspicion of moisture about her eyes as if she 
e moved by the very simplicity of Rêve’s words, but 
pn was calm and unemotional as she said: x 
e have much to do, my dear. Send Ja . 
, , m $ ues t 
Ee Te es n j will know whom ade ee 
en and pick what flowers 
lace at M f | jes i ris Ca 
p! ad adame’s feet as she lies in state in the Great 
Réve knew she was being dismi 
g dismissed, but sh 
am to accept Antoinette’s commands wantin ane 
i e on. She told old Jacques that the Duchess was 
ee sra him Antoinette’s instructions 
not carry the tidings to the kitch 
tet Lili would have preceded her alg ae 
E s A already she could hear the hysterical sobs of 
servants and as she let herself into the gar- 
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den by a side door she felt for a moment as if she had 
escaped into the freedom of the sunshine. 

But she knew there was no real escape either from 
this or from anything else. The future had to be faced. 

She picked a great armful of flowers. There were 
roses which once had been cultivated and pruned and 
which now grew wild, growing as they would in an exo- 
tic wildness of their own pattern. 

There were too, delphiniums 
flame-coloured gladioli of which 
been particularly fond. 

She would want many more, Réve ‘decided, but for 
the moment she had as many as she could carry. She 
went back to the house with her arms full, and as she 
did so she heard the sound of a horse’s hoofs coming © 
round the sweep of the drive to the front door. 

Wondering who it could be, she came from the ter- 
race to the front door of the house and saw to her 
astonishment a man wearing a coat and waistcoat 
of light blue with silver lace round the collar, dismount- 
ing from a finely harnessed horse. He glanced at the- 
front door as if looking for the bell rope. j 

Rêve went forward, her arms full of flowers. 

«You have a message for someone here?” 
quired. | 

The man turned at the sound of her voice, saluted 
her respectfully, and she realised that he wore the 
livery of the Emperor’s personai servants. | 

“Tl have a communication, Mademoiselle, for the 


blue as the sky, and 
her Great-Aunt had 


she in- 


Comtesse Réve de Valmont.” | 
“I am the Comtesse,” Rêve said. “You may give i 
to me.” | 


He drew a red-sealed letter from his pocket an 
handed it over with a bow. is 
“From the Emperor, Madame,” he said reve ntl 
Réve realised that to open the letter she must p 
down her flowers. She turned aside to lay them or i 
balustrade. It took her a moment or two to zalar 
them securely, then she opened the letter. 4 
For a second she stared at it stupidly as M 
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could hardly take in its 
penetrated her mind. its contents, then slowly the words 


The Emperor Na 

i poleon Bonaparte pre i 

gi fet to the Comtesse Réve de Falma 

a Auka dak = with his presence on the night 
en he wi i 

St. Benia en routë for ee be passing through 


That was all! Réve felt th 
e 
ve owt she saw that the slat eet ee w 
ea As 3 na e Aegea a moment she could 
a plications of what she had 
seo a only think of the Duchess lying dead u 
s, : any empty rooms below, the shaking h is 
o = acques, the clumsy loutishness of Lili ce 
À rst = remembered Armand. He would be wai 
x p er tonight at the Temple by the lake With 
en resolution she turned towards the cease 


“T much regret .. .” 
away. or .” She began, but her voice died 
He had gone—gone whil 
letter and she had not caidas 
no question of a reply. 60. 


The Emperor gave hi 
ied iha shared. his commands and those who 


been reading the 
There was now 
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t of the french windows into the garden. 
t o’clock and she knew that Armand 
Temple until nine, but she felt 
tifling her and she must escape 


Rêve slipped ou 
It was not yet eigh 
would not be at the 
as if the house was s$ 


into the fresh air. 
All day she had listened to the wailing and lamenta- 


tions of the servants, the professional condolences of © 
the layers-out, the conventional soothing sympathy of 
the priest, and she had managed through it all to keep 
her own tears in check, her own grief under control. 

Now she felt as if she could bear no more. 3 

In the Great Banqueting Hall, which had been 
stripped of all furniture, the Duchess lay in state. Her 


ch had been kissed so ardently in 


thin white hands, whi 
her youth, were crossed on her withered breast and ner 


face was curiously young again. 
The blinds had been drawn, the windows shut and 


despite the height and size of the room the perfume of 
the flowers and the smell of the tallow candles arrangec 
round the bier were almost overpowering. { 
For hours Réve had knelt at her Great-Aunt’s side 
in prayer but she had felt that it would be wiser t 
pray for herself. The old lady had escaped from thi 
difficulties, tribulations and uncertainties of life of 
earth. Those who were left behind would not be $ 
fortunate. À 
Yet it was impossible to think or wish that the Duc 
ess should be at rest. Despite her age, she had been § 
vital and alert and she had enjoyed living with a pe 
sessive emotion which was at times almost fiercely vel 
ment, as if she were afraid she might miss one se ond 
experience. 
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Her whole eighty-five 
~d years on earth had b = 
= adventure and a turbulent one, and ic e a 
world she would—given the choice—ask only more ad 
ventures and excitement rather than eternal i 
uneventual peace. rele 
The Priest had made all th 
e arrangements 
funeral. The Duchess was to be buried in the ve 
mont vault situated in the little churchyard which 
overgrown and neglected, had once been the t a 
pride of the village. oe 
A beautiful grey stone edific 
e of the Renais: 
period, the church had been one of- the AE 
oe Christian architecture in France; but “a 
it lay alf ruined, its stained-glass windows broken its 
ee of the elaborately carved oak pews a 
; — vessels, some of them of great antiqui 
and almost priceless, had been stolen or smashed athe 
vestments and altar cloths had been torn into s] 5 
or used for floor covering. Aa 
f noci the doors were tentatively open again 
p voa oors of many other churches in France, 
star pace! , a timid, anxious-faced man who always 
os o be anticipating trouble, spent many we 
: a to erase from the reredos the words “The 
er e of Reason” which had been splashed th a 
ee e paint by the terrorists. ei 
what was missing more obvious! 
sures stolen or ancient monuments ee bi shed 
p a PORE P 
ew elderly people trickled i 
À i ) into the i 
roe Phe lovesick girl or a man in trouble widi: tha 
por es hasan sneak in through a side entrance with 
ate : amefaced air to kneel in the shadows: 
me night a candle before some famed saint 7 
E eig Se a an apologetic, shifty-eyed atmos- 
E ooe th c urch-goers as if they were secretl 
inner weakness rather than elated by 


the resuscitation of their religion 


The years when Christianity had been persecuted 


laughed at and reviled had taken their toll. 


All 
that remained of a glorious, whole-hearted faith 
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M was the flickering uncertainty of those who had grown 
= tobelieve that God Himself had forsaken them. 

VHA The Duchess’s funeral would therefore be a shabby, 

~ threadbare service without pomp or many mourners. 

-Rêve would have minded it much more, and indeed 

it would have hurt her almost unbearably had she 

not known how indifferent her Great-Aunt would be to 

such things. 

The Duchess had always had a complacent regard 
for death; indeed she had often joked about it, saying 
in her inimitable way: 

“Death’s embrace is the last every woman knows— 
pray Heaven he proves a charming lover! He is at least 
an experienced one!” 

No, the Duchess would never have trouble herself 
as to the poorness of the funeral cortège or the desolate 


appearance of the building in which the burial service 
would be read. 












































worried Réve now. As she moved across the green lawns 
and took the path which went round the lake, she was 
aware of an emotion within herself which was not con- 
nected with sorrow, grief or regret. 

It was an aching, empty feeling which she recog- 
nised all too clearly, having known it before—it was 
loneliness. 

Never in all the years when she had moved abot i 
the country penniless and disguised with Antoinette het 
only protector had she felt so lonely as she did now. 

As a child it had been easy for her to cling to # 
toinette, to know that she took the place of both mother 
and nurse, family and home. But as Réve grew older she 
had realised that Antoinette had her limitations. i 

It was not that she loved her any the less; that woua 
have been impossible, for her love for her old nurs 
was perhaps the strongest and most unassailable thing 
in the whole of her life. But she had understood, a 
she grew to maturity, that there were many pan 

Antoinette could not play in her life and that si 

needed the counsel and guidance of someone both ¢ 

her own blood and of her own social standing. 4 
64 













































































































a a on came tò chaperon her at Val- 
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teach Bee araar isma be cout have! secret i A 
could have 1 
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lear as quickly as possible all that should h > bea 
pa a of birth. w 
e Duchess was a hard task-mi xpect 
Duc -mistress. Sh 
pereen in deportment, good manners ind ch a 
= To of a débutante oe 
en she was young she had caused i 
oe ee at Court; married, her ‘salon in P tis 
a ree - most distinguished and cultured of tha’ 
o me ad not only been a great beauty, she had also 
bet er intelligent, and men of brains—s i tat 
paa rs, poets and diplomats—had thronged <n 
ee g-rooms and listened respectfully while wf aired d 
e ie on everything and everybody 7 a 
éve had no idea until her Grea 
t-Aunt i 
sag a what a wide field of knowledge we eo 
cover or how fascinating such disco pe 
m g suc very could 
She often thought to h 
erself that with Antoi 
ps py fundamental decencies of arts 
N ee sympathy, courage and most 
a —faith in the ultimate purpose of Lif 
aoe er Great-Aunt she learned the thin ich 
= rin the world of fashion. e A 
E s Sne how to be sparklingly witty, to be 
a y p to use one’s brain to outwit 
aen ; “te as a swordsman might fence with S 
>% as ere of the correct behaviour 
papa e eeding in all possible circumstan 
ogee z o understand and appreciate all that wis 
ete e in art, literature and music. Rie 
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~ short space of time, and yet like the ground which has 
been parched for want of water Réve soaked up greed- 
ily and thirstily ‘nto her mind all that the Duchess tried 
Pi to teach her. 

i And now the lessons were at an end. The curtain had 
fallen and the play was Over. Somehow Réve could 
hardly believe that it could be so, that the old lady who 
had given her so much had gone from her without a 
word of farewell, without a last close embrace. 

For the first time since the shock of dicovery early 
that morning Réve felt the tears well up into her eyes; 
a sudden constriction in her throat. 

And yet she would not let herself cry. Instead, she 
thought of Armand who would be coming to her in 
a short while. . 

It was indeed, whether she realised it or not, the © 
thought of him which had restrained her all day, 
numbed her sense of loss, mitigated a little the tragedy 
of her loneliness and her fear of what lay in the future. 

Her knowledge of her love for him and his for her 
was like a sustaining arm which upheld her against her 
own weakness. More than once she found herself lost 
in a kind of ecstasy at the thought of him, and then 
she would chide herself for daring to think of a mam 
in the very hour of her bereavement. 

And yet she knew that above all people her Great- 
Aunt would have understood, and she wished now thai 
she had had the courage to tell her about Armand 
when he had called at the Château. 

As she walked towards the wood, Rêve thought that 
apart from the joy of seeing Armand there were seriou! 
things to be considered tonight. 

First she must tell him of her Great-Aunt’s death, 
although it was more than likely he would know of ni 
already if he were lodging in the village. Secondly sh 

must discuss with him the Emperor’s proposed visit t 

Valmont. There had been no opportunity as yet to re 

veal this to anyone else. 

Already she was turning to Armand for help at 
guidance, knowing with an unshakable conviction th 
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he would not fail her and that she im com- 
pletely and absolutely. eee oe om 
Thirdly, and most i —th 
tion of her marriage. AL, eat alee 
She wanted to marry Arm : 
l ; and. The unkn 
. ni who desired her was but a Sanace ko Ii 
np ay worth her consideration. It was Aab 
i a ot aqui whose dark eyes and hungry 
ie seem gnets to draw her very soul into his 
She was well aware how un i 
conventional i 
deot n improper was the situation in ue she 
foun erself; but she had lived too long in insecuri j 
in poa and in fear, for the standards and rules a 
a n aristocracy to trouble her unduly. Ù 
e had understood how important the conventi 
mo W her Great-Aunt; but the Duchess had indeed 
tea Iinio inonvenieneed penowaly by the “Tene 
} ch i ; 
lives had left hers almost sunt eee v 
Sz a been abroad and all the while that France 
wa pi twain with horror and bestiality she had 
ved comfortably among people who were of h 
pa and her own class. eG 
o, the Duchess had not 1 : 
ct tee E ost father, home and all 
soke Tna the space of one terrifying, de- 
She had not walked the ro 
a ads and fiel bare- 
poes, usually without food and eaten pei the 
ae fess pains of hunger, or more agonising still, 
pain of fear—fear which followed one like 
z oe one went. en 
e had not learned to trembl 
pene ice of every footfall on ae vir $ ented 
i pa a window. She had not known what it was 2 
sy sguise one’s face, to be forced to conceal one’ 
= a ee should betray her blood $ 
_SI own what it was to li li 
ney lest the truth should forfeit life pang ee 
EA r s ee the dicta of society seemed trivial. 
o learn the right way to curtsy, the number 
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end in greeting, the exact in- 
clination of the head when bowing, the conventional 
reply to an introduction, the ure at the dinner 
table, the number of cards which should be left and 
the proper space of time which must elapse before a 


courtesy call could be returned. 

If the Revolution had done nothing else, it had cast 
away many such ridiculous rules and regulations; and 
yet, as unfortunately it had nothing to put in their place, 
they were gradually creeping back one by one, even 
into the entourage of the Emperor himself. 

Réve felt that where she was concerned she could 


not be influenced by them. 
While her heart was free she was prepared to agree 


with the Duchess that her marriage must be arrang 


in a conventional manner. 
In a marriage of convenience, the male members of © 
the family discussed at length and without emotion OT 
sentiment the dowries and settlements and the legal as- 
pect of the affair as if the two people concerned were 
nothing but inanimate sticks of furniture OF animals 


without proper feelings. 
But now with her head throbbing with love, Réve 
knew that she could never agree to such a proceeding. 
It was one thing to consider marriage in the abstract, 


but it was an entirely different matter when one was im 
love and one’s whole being throbbed with desire for 


another man. 
If Armand de Ségury wanted her, she was his, and al 
the traditions in the world would not make her accept 
the Comte Giles de Durieux. 
As she reached the wood she made her way by £ 
secret, twisting path, known only to herself, to the lowe 
water and the little Temple. 
It had been her favourite place of concealment as” 
child, and when she returned to the Chateau she hat 
found that it was the one spot left where she coul 
recapture the sense of being home and at peace ™ t 
in herself. 
Perhaps it was the mirrored beauty of the trees 
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ee a little prayer as she reached the Tem- 
pe a -e was more acceptable than all the formal 
prayers and responses she had made during th J 
the Great Banqueting Hall. aa 
Here in the silence of th ing i 
o that there was naa in pyre tvu on 
at greg lonely one might feel within oneself God 
E S there and that one was in fact never alone 
je entered the Temple and brought out fro it 
e ; cushions which she put on the steps Dua 
Ñ p DA sat down and realised that she aa 
o p er body was tense and alert, waiting f 
a to come to her. a 
oe Riggs the night before last when she had 
— i place on which she now sat and had 
Ea to meet his eyes. She had been frightened 
ae — with that horrible paralysing fear which 
p moe oe since her childhood and which still 
lg = at unaccountable moments. 
Ee? desig Shue: ~~ es and had drawn near, she 
ae vely that she need not be physically 
He was a gentleman and 
she could trust hi 
a te that, even in her ee pe 
shame that he had seen her nakedness. And 


like the soft strains of music coming from a violin 
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there had come a throbbing within her heart which 

adually invaded her whole senses. ears 
ec She had felt as if her spirit was winged with light 
and her whole being was being lifted upwards taut and 
tense in expectation. s P 

She felt herself quiver and come to life within her 
very self. She heard her breath quicken and knew a 
sudden ecstasy which swept over her like a tempes- 
tuous wind giving her neither the choice nor the chance 
to resist it. 

That had been love, she knew it now; a love not 
growing softly and gently in the warm sunshine of 
friendship, but a love coming as a conqueror—as an 
eagle strong and determined to secure his prey. 

Rêve leant her head back against the cushions and 
closed her eyes for a moment. She could recapture Ar- 
mand’s words as she had lain in his arms last night. 

“You are so lovely,” he had whispered against her 
lips. “I did not believe that such perfection existed in 
any woman.” s 

“Then you must have known very few,” she teased, 
happiness welling within her, making her want to laugh 
with a sheer unbridled joy at eres him praise her, of 

ing the look of admiration in his eyes. 
On the contrary,” he replied. “I have known many 
women, but until this moment there has never been one 
that mattered. Now I cannot even remember them. 
Their faces are but empty masks; your face, your 
beauty fills my entire vision.” a 

“They at least taught you to say pretty things, pas 
answered, jealous for a moment of those women who 
must indeed have loved him. ints 

“They taught me nothing,” he replied, “save a 
mistrust their whole sex and to find the repetition © 
meaningless compliments a most tedious occupation. 

His voice had altered as she spoke. He had suddenly 
begun to drawl his words and even the expression on 
his face seemed to change. It seemed to Réve for a 
moment that he was a stranger and not the man a 
had held her in his arms and whispered urgently 
with such eagerness of his love. 
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Then as she stared at him, half alarmed, he swept 
her back into his arms and his mouth sought hers im- 
patiently and hungrily. 

“Why do we talk of anything but you?” he asked 
impatiently. “Tis you that I want—that I love—that I 
worship! You are mine! You were meant for me!” 

She knew that he spoke the truth, but it was impos- 
sible to answer him for his mouth was on hers and his 
arms held her so tightly that he seemed to squeeze the 
very breath from her. 

She had been content to rest her head against his 
shoulder, to feel his passion sweep over her like a 
flood-tide, leaving her limp, exhausted and happy be- 
yond expression. 

But now she found herself wondering about him. 
Where had he lived? What had he done? Whom did he 
know? 

It was not that she was curious in any social sense, 
as the Duchess might have been. It mattered not wheth- 
er Armand de Ségury’s father was a blacksmith or a 
prince, she would still love him. 

If she was curious, it was because everything about 
him was dear and precious to her. There was nothing 
too trivial that she would not treasure about him, 
there was nothing too great or too important that she 
would not want to share it. 

Suddenly there was a snapping of a twig as if a foot 
had stepped on it, the rustle of someone approaching, 
and instantly the colour came to Réve’s cheeks as she 
was on her feet, her heart beating wildly. 

Armand was coming to her. Her eyes searched the 
shadows of the trees along the narrow path by which he 
had come to the Temple the two previous evenings. 
But there was no one in sight. 

Then, as she looked for him, believing that any sec- 
ond would reveal his tall figure, a voice spoke from 
behind her. Startled, she turned round and to her as- 
tonishment saw that it was not Armand who stood there 
but another man. 

He was young and fashionably dressed, and in his 
own way was not without good looks, but to Réve, 
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disconcerted and half alarmed he J ener 
appearance, he appeared both evil and men: ne 

“Raye de Valmont?” the stranger ma 
noted that he had bold dark eyes whi 
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cool and steady ol 
gee the Comtesse Rêve de Valmont. ae 
“J was told at the Chateau 1 should fin ye ae 
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sep rte And you desired to see me?” aaa 
Réve had for the E no o = eerie 
name before. She was 
es eo. At any moment Armand might arrive and 
res wo od desire to see you, little 
Rêve.” 
ised her eyebrows. | 
Deo in, Monsieur, an you presume to ad- 
j h familiar terms?” a 
aon may indeed,” Paul de Frémond mo a i 
when you hear my answer you will oe ae 
heard you spoken of so often that I feel 1 ha | 
long time.” | a 
e akai of by whom?” Rêve inquired, bewilde 
“By your step-brother, Armand d Agen aaa 
«My brother! Then he Mea R e | 
Frémond shook his 4 
To sit down, for I have a long story ier yo 7 
“Perhaps, Monsieur, it would be wise to H n 
Château,” Rêve suggested, but the strang i 
oe I would rather talk here. I need no audiet > 
what Ihave toimpart.” ) 
pie would have re en nee no Toi on 3 
lips, then she decided to i oy “a 
ould say what he had to say qui ne 
She disliked and distrusted him on sight and her mst 
warned her to be careful. g 
He had a bumptious, almost buccaneer air at 
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him; and his eyes wandered from her face to her low- 
cut evening gown, she felt as if she were mentally 
undressed, and she flushed at his impertinence. 

She seated herself on the cushion which she had just 
vacated, and he sat down beside her, stretching out his 
legs in a manner which proclaimed him to be irritating- 
ly at his ease. 

Indeed there was, Réve felt, almost an insolence in 
the way he made himself comfortable, in the bold man- 
ner in which his eyes appraised her and in the faint 
smile on his thick lips. 

The very tone of familiarity in which he addressed 
her was an insult, and yet there was nothing she could 
say, nothing she could do but wait until he revealed 
the reason for his visit. 

“A charming spot,” he said at length condescending- 
ly. 

“You have something to tell me, Monsieur,” Réve 
prompted. 

“A lot, my dear,” he replied, “but first let me explain 
who I am. I am your brother’s greatest friend and his 
companion these past five years. We have lived together, 
hunted together, drunk together, and if any man knew 
your brother, it is I.” 

“Then my brother sent you ahead to tell us of his 
arrival?” Réve asked. “We have been expecting him 
these past two months.” 

Paul de Frémond looked away from her for a mo- 
ment, then once again his eyes sought hers. 

“Your half-brother is dead, little Rêve.” 

“Dead!” 

Rêve repeated the word almost tonelessly. For the 
moment she could hardly take in the meaning of what 
he said. It was so unexpected. Almost with a sense of re- 
lief she realised that she felt nothing, not even a sense 
of shock at this announcement., 

“Yes, dead,” Paul de Frémond repeated. “He died a 
fortnight ago in Amsterdam. We were staying there for 
a few days while our horses rested. We have taken, I 
must admit, a somewhat long time to reach here, but 
your half-brother had a considerable zest for life. He 
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`d himself little, and if a place was amusing 
ed pretty, he saw no reason to hurry his de- 
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i in fact, the wife 
ean nothing to you. She was, 1n i 
of es Burgomaster. She was pretty enough, but 
taste. 

abe your half-brother courted her and s me 
assure you she was not loth to be courted, very mu s 
the contrary. Her husband was away on Toro | 
she told us, supplying Napoleon’s army W1 . In 


j we gave a party in his house. ; 
Pie excellent party it was while it lasted; but unfor 


: s i d 
hen the merry-making was at its height and 
o s in a somewhat pan en "i a 
the lady of his choice, a doors were flung ope 
eP E r a friend and a ee E m y 
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of the guests were too inespecrasne by the , 
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gt E fought gallantly, but z ra ent 
at a disadvantage. The Burgomaster, wee 
ly armed himself with a sword-stick m. a oe 
him through before he could adequately de fl 


“ d it was on th 
“We were all flung into the street an J 
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“Dead in somewhat unfortunate circumstances, to say 
the least of it,” Rêve said, her voice hard. 

Paul de Frémond shrugged his shoulders. 

“Your brother was a man who enjoyed life, my 
dear; and why not? He was rich, unmarried, and not 
without a certain charm of his own. If women surren- 
dered easily to him, it is surely not for us to blame him 
or them.” 

“He knew that I was waiting here, anxiously await- 
ing his arrival to make arrangements for my mar- 
riage.” 

“He spoke of that; in fact we discussed it often,” 
Paul de Frémond replied. “Everything is decided.” 

“As my brother is dead the question does not arise.” 

“On the contrary you will want to obey his last 
wishes in the matter.” 

“How can he have known they were his last if he 
died as you say without repentance or priest?” 

“I was in your brother’s confidence,” Paul de 
Frémond replied. “He trusted me, confided in me. When 
your Great-Aunt’s letter came asking him to journey 
here to arrange your marriage, we discussed the whole 
matter. Finally your brother decided that the person 
you should marry would be me.” 

Réve started to her feet. 

“You!” she ejaculated. “Are you mad?” 

Paul de Frémond looked up at her, but made no 
attempt to rise. 

“On the contrary, I am very sane,” he said. “You 
are attractive, as I anticipated you would be, but even 
I was not prepared for anyone quite so pretty. I can 
assure you that even on such short acquaintance I am 
utterly content with the arrangement.” 

“I think, Monsieur, that you are being insulting,” 
Rêve said coldly. 

She was frightened, but there was no sign of it in 
the proud carriage of her head. 

“You will not speak of such intimate matters which 
do not concern you.” 


She continued. “With regard to the news you bring of 


my brother’s death I must ask you, what I should have 
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sooner, to produce your credentials that I 


asked you 
may have something by which I can judge whether or 


not what you tell me is the truth. 


Paul de Frémond smiled. 

“J like your spirit,” he said, “but there is no reason 
for me to give you chapter and verse for what I say. 
You know as well as I do that it is the truth. Armand is 
dead, but he wished me to marry you and marry you 
I shall. Incidentally, my dear, he made you his heir— 
the papers are lodged with a notary on his estate. We ~ 
can send for them at our leisure.” 


“His heir!” 
Réve hardly breathed the words, then her eyes were 


dark with anger as she said: 
“So that is why you wish to marry me. My brother 


was wealthy, I know that, and if I am his heiress you 
wish to get your hands on his money.” 

Paul de Frémond continued to smile. 

“Pray do not be hasty, do not say things which later i 
we shall both regret. But let us by all means be frank 
with each other. I, my dear Rêve, am penniless. I always 
have been. I was an émigré to England—an orphan of 
the Revolution they called me! 

“My pathetic state brought tears to the eyes of a 
Nobleman who had known my father in our more 
affluent days. He had me educated and brought me 

with his own family in considerable comfort. 
“Then unfortunately he took a dislike to me— or shall 

I say to certain actions of mine?—and cast me out inte 
the world without a penny to my name. I was forced 
to leave England for reasons I need not enumerates 
Your brother took me in. But if he was my benefactor, 
I equally was his. l 
“| amused him, I made life appreciably more enjoy- 
able for him. I have a way of getting what I want if 
this world. Your brother was an ineffective person Í 
many ways and he found me useful. À 
«jt was I who persuaded him to make a will in you 
favour before he left home. I am nothing if not pra 

tical, and with the world so full of perils and dangers A 

it is today one can never be too careful.” 4 
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~The you,” Paul d 
oe B unfortunately in my efforts to aS 
e te 8 * that the money should not be 
ou were married or twenty- 
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E: rage it away to your friends, I did not antici- 
“sage a PR be the recipient of your bounty. No 
= ar, there is no alternative. You will have to narry 
e o make the best of Aas mas 
think, Monsieur, you have said qui 6 
Rêve said quietly, “You will return to ES CMEA a 
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she looked up at him Reve was desperately sy at 
jously useless to argue with you, oie a 
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S ee Paul de Frémond sneered, “but "o 
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j I know how 
ing about your family, you see. 
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eae oe aos quad with his side of the fam 
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As he spoke Paul de Frémond crossed with one step 
the space between them. Réve gave a little cry as she 
saw the sudden lust in his eyes and realised what was 
his intention. But it was too late. 

He put out his arms, gripped her and drawing her 
close to him. Then with one hand he tipped back her 
chin so that he could look down into her face. 

As he did so, he laughed softly as if at her very 
impotency. 

“Let me go!” Réve cried. 

She would have shouted the words, but her voice 
seemed to die in her throat. 

“By our Lady you’re curst pretty,” Paul de Frémond 
said, and then his thick lips were on hers. 

She felt a sudden nausea rise within her at his 
touch and then a darkness and horror encompassed her 
so that she felt she was sinking into a bottomless pit. 

Suddenly, when she felt she must faint beneath the 
sheer bestiality of his embrace, she was free. She felt 
his arms release their pressure and realised with an al- 
most intolerable sense of relief that her assailant was 
being dragged away from her. 

As she gasped for breath and her fingers went up 
to her bruised mouth, she saw that Armand was there— 
Armand looking like an avenging St. Michael, his hands 
gripping Paul de Frémond by the collar, his eyes dark 
with anger. . 

“What is this swine doing to you?” he asked. 

But before she could speak Paul de Frémond had 
regained his balance and, twisting himself free, he 
turned towards Armand, whose face was full in the 
light of the rising moon. é 

For a moment he stared, obviously startled and as- 
tonished. Then he cried out in English: 

“Faith, if it isn’t Sheringham! Sheringham, the Sedu- 
cer! What the hell are you doing here?” 

“That is just what I am asking you, de Frémond,” 
Armand replied coldly, “and you had better answer 
quickly before I kill you.” 

His voice was so menacing that Paul de Frémond 
instinctively took a step backwards. 
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would shoot a mad dog, but because you’ve had a 
gentleman’s education I will give you a sporting chance. 
Prime your pistol! We will fire at ten paces.” 

Paul de Frémond smiled unpleasantly. 

“I was a good shot at Oxford,” he boasted. “Do you 
remember your friend Dewsbury discovered that? But 
now I am infinitely better. I have had a lot of practice. 
If you still mumble your Protestant prayers, you had 
best say them now.” 

“You murdered Dewsbury,” Armand said quietly. 
“That was one of the reasons why we should have 
killed you before you had the chance to do more harm 
in the world; but because we were stupidly magnan- 
imous we let you go. Sent down for duelling with a boy 
who was too drunk to hold a weapon! I have not for- 
gotten the episode.” 

“It was not ‘cricket’, I suppose?” Paul de Frémond 
asked, and his voice was raw. “Blast you English with 
your idiotic rules of behaviour, your intolerable air of 
superiority, your insane belief in your invulnerability. 
Napoleon will conquer you and nothing you can do, 
Sheringham, with your puling ideas of ‘fair play’ can 
stop him.” 

Armand suddenly put back his head and laughed. 

“Blister it, but you are just the same, de Frémond— 
you’ve never grown up! Still the scrubby, dirty-minded 
little schoolboy you were at Eton, cocking a snook at 
your betters because you are envious of them.” 

“Damn your soul in hell,” Paul de Frémond shouted, 
his face crimson with passion. “But for once you are at 
a disadvantage, Sheringham. An Englishman! A spy on 
French soil! Do you know what they do to spies, my 
dandy Viscount?” 

“Exactly what I am going to do to you,” Armand 
said softly. “We shoot vermin in England—France 
will be a cleaner place without you.” 

“So cocksure! I always loathed your arrogance, 
m’lord, but when you’re dying dead at my feet, I shall 
be ‘top dog’ for once.” 

Again Armand laughed a sound of sheer unforced 
amusement, For a moment it seemed as if Paul de 
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all the insults and humiliations I have endured because ly, that Rêve was repeating his name aloud over and 

of you. over again as if it were a prayer. 
“Her body shall be bruised as my feelings were He crossed to where de Frémond lay, his legs doub- 
bruised when you laughed at me at Eton. Her cries for led under him. The bullet had passed into the body 
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“Yes, a doctor,” Armand repeated as much to him- 
self as to Rêve. 

She was very lovely in the light of the moon, her 
eyes wide and dark with anxiety, her face white and 
strained, but already a little colour was returning to 
her cheeks, and Armand knew she was breathing again 
now that the danger was past and he was alive. 

Then as he was about to smile at her reassuringly, 
he saw her face change and an expression of horror 
cross it. 

He had not seen, as Réve saw, Paul de Frémond 
make a sudden movement, had not seen his right hand 
slip into the breast pocket of his coat and draw out 
something that was concealed there. i 

Only Rêve saw the flash of steel as de Frémond, with 
a last almost supérhuman spurt of energy and hatred 
drove the dagger full at Armand’s breast. i 

Armand turned and made a desperate convulsive 
movement to avoid the blow, but he was too late; the 
dagger caught him on the side of the head. 


He put up his hands as if to defend himself, then a 


stream of blood spurted over his face blinding him, 
and slowly he toppled forward over the body of his 
adversary. 
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Rêve stood for an instant as if frozen to the ground. 
She felt as if she were in some terrible nightmare from 
which she could not awake. 

Then in the passing of a second her wits returned 

to her and she sprang forward to kneel at Armand’s 
side, raising him from where he lay across de Frémond’s 
body. 
A girl of a different nationality might have swooned 
or screamed at the sight of blood, but French women— 
both young and old—had grown used to blood and 
violence in the years which had passed since the out- 
break of the Revolution. 

When Rêve first touched Armand he was conscious; 
but as she exerted all her strength to raise him, his 
eyelids closed and. she knew from the pallor of his face 
that he had fainted. 

With a terrified anxiety which was as if a sword 
had been plunged into her own heart she wondered if 
he were dead; but as she tenderly drew his head up- 
wards until it rested in her lap, she was almost sure that 
he still breathed. 

Blood was still pouring from his wound, seeping 
through his dark hair, dripping from his forehead on 
to her white dress; yet for the moment she was con- 
cerned only with whether he was alive or dead. 

She put her hand beneath his coat, feeling for his 
heart, His body was_warm and that in itself gave her 
courage to face one agonising moment when she could 
feel nothing. 

Then surely and unmistakably she found his heart- 
beat, and though she was unaware of it, the colour 
returned to her face in very relief, 
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Now reassured, she knew that she must attend to There was no mistaking the colour of his skin, the 
his wound. It was gaping wide open, the ragged edges open eyes staring upwards, the slack horror of his 

| red and raw, the blood oozing now more slowly, but p lips. 
| nevertheless in a frightening and continuous flow. Deft- De Frémond was dead! But Armand still lived! That 
‘dy, and with as little movement of her body as possible was what mattered; that was all that was of conse- 


$0 as not to disturb Armand’s head in her lap, Rêve quence. 
removed from her shoulders the light silk scarf which Running faster than she had ever run before in the 
whole of her life, Rêve took the path through the wood- 


hed her evening gown. . 
matc ere 88g ; she wound it round land which would bring her to the Chateau. 


With gentle, but skilled finger I I 
his Seas’ drawing it tighter and still tighter until the She lifted the skirt of her gown high in both hands 
edges of the wound were closed and the flow of blood so that unimpeded by its silken folds she could move 
ceased completely for the moment. io freely, and only when she reached the front door of the 

She knotted the ends together and then with the ut- Château itself did she pause for a moment to get her 
most gentleness and care she moved his head from her breath. È 

She was conscious then of a tearing pain in her side, 


lap on to the ground. ; 
Relieved of her burden, she went to the steps and but her mind was too concerned with Armand to give 

picking up one of the cushions which she had arrayed much attention to her physical disabilities. 
there, she put it beneath Armand’s head. She did not even realise that, moving with such 
When she had done this, she stood up and for a speed through the brambles which abounded beside the 
wild unkept paths of the wood, she had torn both her 


moment her heart contracted at the colour of his face, 
at the splashes of blood on his white shirt and the crim- stockings and her legs, or that a low-hanging branch 


son stain already beginning to show through the deli- of a tree had left a dark red weal against her white 
cacy of her scarf. forehead. 

For a moment his face swam mistily before her eyes She was not aware of any of these things; she knew 
and she had an almost overwhelming desire to throw only that Armand’s life was in danger and that in the 
herself down on her knees beside him, to press her lips | effort to save him every second was precious. 
to his, to call his name, to force him to return to con- She thrust open the door of the Château and entered 
sciousness by the very magnetism of her love for the hall. It was half in darkness, two candles only 

i j i flickering in a crystal sconce; then in i 
Then sharply she told herself that, if she would save heard a mente voices and knew eierens a 
Armand’s life, there was no time to be lost. His wound Running once again, she sped d : 
before . ped down the passage 
must be attended to by a doctor and at once, which led to the Great Banqueting Hall. The door w 
he was weakened by further loss of blood. . ajar and she flung it open with an imperi alin z 
With a little convulsive gesture Réve turned away and defiant pesture. perious, ost 


for the first time looked at de Frémond sprawled on the 
stone pavement, with the blood-stained dagger he hae fi -i ae aje am tho household was kneeling 
used so treacherously lying beside him. g ee rad and Rêve saw the scene with an almost vi- 
Afterwards she would often wonder whether at hai m e z , 
moment she might not have cursed him, have revils ii 2 ay: ess’s features were clean-cut against the 
him, wounded though he was, for his murderous @ San cushion on which her head was laid, her hands 
tion; but she saw that he was already dead. ped on her breast, her aoe covered with a shroud 
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of royal purple velvet. Banked around her were dozens 
and dozens of flowers. 

None of them were very elaborate or expensive 
wreaths such as she might have received in the olden 
days when she was a fashionable figure in a rich and 
fashionable world. These were flowers that had come 
e small cottage gardens, from hedgerows and from 
fields. 

Flowers brought by people who had come in the last 
two years to have not only a respect for the indomitable 
old lady, but a pride in her eccentricity. 

Yes, flowers encircled the Duchess and beyond the 
flowers was another circle—of mourners who, kneeling 
with bowed heads, repeated the prayers they had 
learned from the village Priest in their infancy, prayers 
which had so often been forgotten in the past few years. 

The only light in the Banqueting Hall came from the 
four great candles set in gold candlesticks, and the 
shadows on the vast roof and in the corners of the room 
seemed deep and mysterious, so that the Duchess 
appeared to be in a little island of light in the midst 
of a great darkness. 

The Duchess was dead, but Rêve was concerned with 
the living, and her voice at the door rang out strong and 
compellingly: 

“Stop! »” 

With a little gasp the kneelers turned with one accord 
to see who interrupted them. She saw on their faces 
astonishment and recognised without consciously think- 
ing of it not only the household staff but also many 
familiar faces from the village. 

There was the baker, the grocer, the woman who came 
to the Château to do the washing, the cobbler, the old 
woman who sold cheese in the market-place, the butch- 
er and the advocate. 

They were all there, and their first expression of 
astonishment on their faces was replaced by one of con- 
sternation as Réve moved towards them and they took 
in the details of her appearance—her white, strained 


face and dishevelled hair hanging half-unbound over 
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her white shoulders, and the blood on the front of her 
gown. 

It was Antoinette who spoke first, rising hastily to 
her feet and saying in a voice that was low and yet 
which in its intensity penetrated every corner of that 
vast roof: 

“What has happened, ma petite? Have you been 
hurt?” 

“No, no, I am all right,” Rêve answered quickly, 

She knew only too well the anxiety and horror un- 
derlying Antoinette’s question. How often had they 
been in danger, how often had they known the fear 
which comes from suspecting an injury! 

“Tt is not for myself that I ask your help,” Rêve 
said, speaking not only to Antoinette but to all those 
who were assembled there. “It is for a man—a gentle- 
man who is dying. There has been a duel—there is no 
time to explain now—but he must be brought to 
the Chateau immediately, and one of you run with all 
possible speed to the doctor and bid him hurry if he 
would save a life.” 

The assembled company got slowly and awkwardly 
to their feet and as they rose, a buzz of conversation 
broke out. There were questions on everybody’s lips: 

“What has happened?” 

“Who is it?” 

“What can we do?” 

“Where will the doctor be at this hour?” 

“Be silent!” 

Réve’s voice rang out again, her anxiety for Ar- 
mand making her more autocratic than she had ever 
Be in her whole life before. 

3 our men—you—you—you—and you,” she said, 
choosing those nearest to her, “go at once to the little 
Temple by the lake. Take with you a gate or a door on 
which to carry the injured men. 

“And you,” she said, turning to point to a tall, long- 
legged youth, who gave the impression that he might 
be able to use his long legs to advantage, “run as 
swiftly as you can and bring the doctor here.” 
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She paused for a moment as if to draw her breath, 
then continued: 

“Antoinette, you and Lili prepare a bedroom, the 
best in the house, and get towels and bandages and 
hot water, for we shall need them all.” 

“The best room is not aired,” Antoinette said quietly. 

“Then he must be put in the Duchess’s room,” Réve 


said. 
“Tn the Duchess’s room!” 

For a moment there was a little gasp and fiercely as 
a tigress might turn in defence of her young, Rêve re- 
torted: 

“And why not? Would the Duchess of all people re- 
fuse her bed to a wounded man? Her room is open an 
empty, and she has no further use for it. He shall be 


taken there! See that it is prepared! And now go, all of- 


you—what are you waiting for?’ 
They scampered like rabbits at her imperiousness, 


and only as the four men she had commanded to obey — 


her instructions were leaving did she cry out after them: 


| “Be careful to bring the right man. There is another 
there, but he is dead. Leave him! I will tell you later 


-~ howto deal with his body.” 
| “A dead man!” someone breathed. 


But it seemed as if the information she gave them 


took their very breath away. There was no retort, 10 
further questioning. They hurried away on the errands 
to which she had appointed them. l 
| The other people in the hall, a few old women ¢ ad 
children, seemed to vanish into the great shadows ¢ ad 
suddenly Réve found herself alone with her Great-Aun 
| For a moment she was still. The fragrance of the in- 
-cense mingled with the heavy scent of the flowers; then, 
as strange thoughts come to us in moments of crisis 
| Rêve thought how small the Duchess’s body was. 
| It was so tiny that it might indeed have been the 
corpse of a child which lay there rather than that of a 
elderly woman. And yet in life one had never no ice 
her lack of inches because one had been so ove 
whelmed by the strength and the formidability of hi 
character. | 


i 
| 
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Suddenly there came to Réve the most ov i 
conviction that death was not something esa 
_ = ce be o nen of an outworn body just 

e t discard a i 
Siac cect ss which was threadbare and 

Death was not important! It was living that coun 
and the strength and courage which one mide to e 

Rêve was certain of this now, if she had not been 
certain of it before. For one moment she felt as if her 
Great-Aunt stood beside her. She could almost hear 
her strange cackling laugh and see the twinkle in her 
shrewd eyes as she seemed to say: 

“Yes, you are learning, child!” 

l The moment passed and Rêve felt she must have 
imagined it. Now she had nothing to do but to wait 
for Armand to be brought to her. 

Slowly she left the Banqueting Hall and moved to- 
wards the front door. As she went, she prayed with an 
almost savage intensity that Armand might be saved 
and his life spared: 

“Save him, dear God!” she whispered. “Save him, be- 
cause I love him so—love him with all my heart and 
soul—with my whole being.” 

Surely a love such as hers could not have been 
conjured to life for nothing? There must be a use for 
it. But if Armand died, she might just as well die too, 
for the future would hold nothing but loneliness. 

“Oh, God, help me and hear my prayer! Save Ar- 
mand!” Réve again whispered. 

She linked her fingers so tightly together as she 
prayed that her knuckles were white and lifeless as she 
finished; but when she raised her eyes, she realised that 
she had reached the front door and that the courtyard 
outside was empty. There was no sign of anyone. 

She stood there waiting, tense and watchful, and 
slowly and insidiously the events of the past half-hour 
came flooding into her consciousness—de Frémond’s 
une arrival at the Temple, the news he had 
brought her of her half-brother’s death, the unpleasant 
ay he behaved—they all passed like a pageant before 

er eyes. | 
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Then came Armand’s arrival and de Frémond’s as- 
tonishment at the sight of him. | | 
They had spoken together in English, but Réve had 
been able to understand them. During her travels 
with Antoinette they had hidden for six months in a 
farm on the outskirts of Rouen. 
There had been a man also lodging in the farm, 
which was a poor place, but those who owned it were 
loyal and trustworthy. 
He was an Englishman who had been groom to an 
aristocrat who had been taken to the guillotine. His 
horses had been destroyed or stolen, and the groom, 
because he was a ee had had the greatest diffi- 
culty in escaping with his life. 
Penniless cal therefore unable to return to England, — 
he worked on the farm in return for his board and © 
lodging. It amused him to teach Rêve English and she 
learnt easily because she liked him for his cheeky good 
humour and because his love for animals was only 
equalled by her own. 
By the time that Antoinette felt it best to move else- 
where Rêve could speak English fluently. DE- 
She had the chance to practise her new accomplish- 
ment two years later when in search of Rêve’s de Val- i 
mont relatives Antoinette took rooms in the suburbs 
of Paris. Their lodgings were over a small shop which 
was kept by a Frenchman and his English wife. S 
The latter had been personal maid to an English 
Nobleman’s wife who had toured the Continent ten 
years earlier and settled for a short time in Paris. i 
The English maid had fallen in love with the con- 
cierge at the hotel at which they had been staying an@ 
m’lady had returned to England alone. | 
Réve’s English was quite proficient by the time she 
had discovered the de Valmont cousins and they ft 
their lodgings over the store. But it was not until the 
Duchess came to Valmont that she realised that hes 
knowledge of English was lacking in quality. 4 
When the Duchess first heard her speak, she Ja 
back in her chair and laughed until the tears came mt 
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her eyes. Réve had regarded her with curiosity and then 
with some sense of resentment. r 

“What amuses you so greatly, Madame?” she asked. 

“Your English, child, your English!” the Duchess 
said, wiping her eyes. 

“I am delighted if it amuses you, Madame,” Rêve 
said a little stiffly, “but I would also be glad if I might 
share the joke.” 

The Duchess laughed again, then composed herself 
with difficulty. 

“Your English, my dear,” she said at length. “It is 
fluent, very fluent, but it is the English of the stable, 
of the servants’ hall! And your accent! Mon Dieu! Mon 
Dieu!” 

She raised her hands in horror, and then at the sight 
of Réve’s mortified expression she apologised with a 
charm which was all her own. 

“Forgive me, my dear, I am being unkind, but it 
took me by surprise. I had not expected you to speak 
any other language but your own, seeing you had not 
the opportunity of being well educated, and to hear you 
speaking English with what is known to them as a 
“cockney” accent was too much for my sense of 
humour, 

“You must pardon my laughter, and now to make 
amends I will polish your vocabulary and improve your 
pronunciation until you will not be ashamed to talk to 
anyone, even at the Court of St. James’s itself. It is a 
bargain, but first tell me that I am forgiven.” 

Réve smiled her forgiveness and the Duchess kept 
her part of the bargain well. 

She herself spoke English perfectly for the Duke de 
Malessene had for a short while been Ambassador to 
the Court of St. James’s and the Duchess had caused a 
sensation in England and proved herself as popular a 
figure in London as she was in Paris. 

In a few months Réve was speaking as perfectly and 
with as pure an accent as the Duchess herself; and 
through a friend of the old lady they had maanged to 
procure a number of books, novels and more serious 
words in English which she read and enjoyed, 
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The Battle of Trafalgar had deft France astonished 


It had therefore been very easy for her to follow 
what de Frémond and Armand were saying to each and not a little apprehensive. Before that they had be- 


other. She even understood the insults which de Fré- gun to believe that not only Napoleon but they them- 
mond had thrown at his former schoolmate in that selves were invincible, and yet the English had de- 
sneering voice which was an added insult in itself. feated and destroyed their navy with a completeness 
But what was of importance, Rêve knew, was the which made any excuse or explanation impossible. 
revelation de Frémond had made as to Armand’s real And yet the son of the British Prime Minister had 
identity. crossed the Channel to become an English spy on 
He had referred to him as the Viscount Sheringham, French territory! How could Armand do anything so 
son of the Prime Minister of England, and Armand had foolhardy, so crazy? Had de Frémond been making it 
not denied it. up? Had she been mistaken in what she had overheard? 
As she stood waiting at the door of the Château, Rêve’s thoughts seemed to go round in circles, madly 
Rêve put her fingers to her eyes with a gesture al- seeking a way of escape. But she knew the truth. Ar- 


































most of despair. Could anything be more dangerous mand was indeed the Viscount Sheringham. 
than that Armand, with such a position and rank, She thought now that she might have detected from 
should be in France and wounded desperately, almost the very beginning little differences between him and 


the average Frenchman. There was nothing tangible, 
nothing one could really put into words, and yet the 
difference was there; a difference which she admired, 
liked—no, the right word was loved. 

Now she felt almost sick with fear lest someone be- 
tion had made every man © sides herself should notice it too. 
might, if appealed to, hide What was she to say to the men when they re- 
their own countrymen and protect them, but it would turned? What was she to tell them? But before she had 
be difficult indeed to persuade a Frenchman who had come to any decision, while she stood in the doorway 
lived under the shadow of fear for his own safety for trembling with the very intensity of her own feelings, 


unto death? 
She was well aware that the danger to him lay not 


only from the authorities and that Napoleon’s men — 
made short work of spies, but also from everyone with 
whom he came in contact. 
The years of the Revolu 
wary of his own skin. They 


so long to risk both his life and his livelihood in pro- she heard footsteps and voices. Eagerly she ran out into 
tecting a foreign spy. t the courtyard. 
How dare Armand venture here! How dare he dis- Yes the men were coming back. They were carrying 
guise himself, knowing the penalty of being discovered! a gate which they must have taken from its hinges, and 
As she thought of the risks he had taken, Rêve was lying on it, his body supported by cushions Som a 
filled with admiration and her love, if anything, was Temple, was Armand. 
deepened by this new knowledge. Only a really brave The light of the moon was on his face and his pallor 
man, she thought, would undertake to come to France was so ghastly that instinctively Réve glanced towards 
under the present conditions. | one of the men carrying him, and her look in itself 
Napoleon hated the whole British race with an almost was an interrogation. He answered her unspoken in- 


savage ferocity because his plans for the invasion o ; 
their little island had been frustrated and they alone ¢ “Monsieur is alive, Mademoiselle, Is the doctor here 


all Europe continued to ignore his sovereignty and t yet?” 
mock at his conquests. “Not yet!” Réve answered, and she was surprised 
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how calm and cool her own voice sounded. “Will you~ 


bring him upstairs?” 

She led the way through the door. Fortunately the 
wide staircase, designed for the panniers and hoops of 
Réve’s forbears, was easy to negotiate. Antoinette waited 
at the top of the staircase outside the door of the 


Duchess’s bedchamber. 


They carried Armand in and with a gentleness that 
was surprising in four rough men they lifted him from 
the gate on to the bed, His body sank weakly into the 
softness of the feathers and the silken cushions in which 
the Duchess had delighted to luxuriate. 

Tapers were alight in the chandelier and in the can- 
delabra on either side of the dressing-table, Their bright 
light gleamed against the oyster satin of the hangings 
and on the Duchess’s intimate possessions which were 
still lying about. 

There were her gold-backed hair brushes, the dia- 
mond-studded miniatures, the vases of Sévres china, the 
collection of snuff-boxes which had heen used by her 
late husband and which in themselves were reputed to 
be worth a small fortune. 

It was a strange setting indeed for a man with a 
blood-stained head and still wearing his riding boots. 

Réve’s eyes came to rest on the faces of the men who 
had carried Armand from the wood.-They were moving 
towards the door, but slowly, and she knew that they 
were waiting for her to speak to them, to give them 
some explanation of what had occurred. 

Yet for a moment she could not think of anything 
to say. Her voice was choked in her throat, her lips 
were dry, and she could remember de Frémond’s mock- 
ing voice saying: 

“Sheringham! What the hell are you doing here?” 

Sheringham! Sheringham! Sheringham! An English 
spy! The son of the English Prime Minister! He was 
lying here in her Great-Aunt’s bed, while those who had 
brought him were waiting, waiting for her to speak. 


At length, as if they could stand her silence no longer, 
one of the men, a fat, jovial man whom Rêve recog- 


nised as being the Patron of the local inn, said: 
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“This gentleman has been staying with us, Madem- 
oiselle. He has been there these last two nights. Would 
you have me bring his clothes up to the Château?” 

Rêve was well aware, as he finished speaking, of the 
curiosity and speculation which lay behind the bland 
inquiry on the other three faces watching her. She was 
aware, too, that Antoinette, busying herself at Armand’s 
bedside, was listening too. 

Yes, they were all listening, waiting for her to speak, 
waiting for an explanation as to why she should behave 
in this way and what had happened at the Temple. 

Suddenly into the fog which seemed to obscure her 
brain as if it were wrapped in cotton-wool there came 
a gleam of intelligence. 

Before she had time really to 'think of it, to puzzle 
it out, to formulate it into a proper tale, the story was 
there in her mind ready to be spoken and her lips were 
moving almost before she was ready for them to do 
so. 

“Yes, the gentleman has been staying with you, Mon- 
sieur Bouvert,” she said to the Innkeeper. “And he had 
a reason for doing so—the reason being the destruction 
of the man you have seen lying dead in the wood 
near the Temple for he was a traitor.” 

“And who is he, Mademoiselle, if we may make so 
bold?” the Innkeeper asked. “He is a stranger to these 
parts, I’ll bet my boots on that score.” 

“The man who is dead,” Rêve said, “is a Monsieur de 
Frémond. He was at one time the confidant and friend 
of my half-brother, the Marquis d’Augeron, but he 
abused that trust. He was, my brother discovered, in- 
volved in a plot to assassinate the Emperor.” 

“The Emperor!” 

“Yes, the Emperor’s life was in danger,” Rêve said. 
“My brother learnt of this and for that reason he came 
here to Valmont in disguise. It was not Monsieur 
Armand de Ségury who stayed at your inn, Monsieur 
Bouvert, but my half-brother, Monsieur le Marquis 
d’Augeron, who has but recently arrived in this country 
from Poland.” 

“The Marquis!” 









































There was awe and respect in the exclamation and news of the visitation of angels; and then, thankful not 


Réve heard behind her Antoinette say softly: only for Armand’s sake but for her own, she heard a 
“So this is your half-brother!” step on the stairs which told her that the doctor was 


“Yes,” she repeated, “my half-brother, and he was | approaching. 
waiting to catch those treacherous assailants who were © He came hurrying to the room. Fat, jovial old Dr. 
plotting to assassinate our beloved Emperor. But un- Maurel, who had brought Réve into the world and had 
- fortunately, before the plot was ready to be denounced, — tended her family from the days when he was old 
Monsieur de Frémond arrived here and finding me alone enough to take his father’s place. 
by the Temple insulted me. l He was nearing sixty and was sweating profusely 
“My half-brother overheard him. He came to my res- from the haste with which he had come from the vil- 
cue and as you can see for yourselves shots were €x- lage. 
changed. De Frémond’s bullet went wide, but Mon- His shirt was stained with wine and his coat had 
sieur’s found its mark. As he lay on the ground de not been cleaned or pressed since the day he had in- 
Frémond drew a dagger from his breast pocket and herited it from his father along with the little black 
stabbed my brother in the head. bag of instruments which he carried in his left hand. 
“Jt was a cowardly, treacherous act of a man who But his good humour and kindly sympathetic face were 
strikes to kill whether it be someone who has be- more welcome at that moment to Réve than anything 
friended him for many years or the Emperor to whom else in the whole world. 
as a Frenchman his allegiance and devotion should be There was a twinkle in his brown eyes which he 
given.” J never lost even in the most serious moment of death 
There was sudden silence as Réve finished speaking. and disaster, and his big hand with its nails broken 
The four men at the door glanced towards the bed with from working in his garden was familiarly comforting. 
a new respect and something like admiration in their Léon Maurel looked what he was—the best-hu- 
eyes, and then one man with a dark wizened face saidi moured, kindest and most considerate man on earth. 
“But why should Monsieur le Marquis have come to But what was not obvious on first acquaintance, but 
St. Benis to find a plot against our Emperor? Why did which Réve knew as did everyone else in the village, 
he not go to Paris to warn His Majesty of what these was the fact that he was a natural healer. 
scoundrels intended?” | His methods were haphazard and at times none too 
To Réve there was just the faintest hint of sus picion clean, but if gardeners have green fingers when they 


in his tones, and it was with an air of superiority th plant things in the earth, Léon Maurel had green fingers 
she gave him the right answer: when he dealt with the health of human beings. 
“Monsieur did not go to Paris to find the Empero There was something in his vitality, some magnetism 
because the Emperor himself is coming here.” i about him which made his patients live, made them 
want to get well, and it was the visit to the doctor 


“Here!” 
The word burst from the four lips simultaneously. which cured the inhabitants of St. Benis rather than the 
“Yes, here. I had the communication today. $ obnoxious pills which he made up for them in his 
Chdteau will be honoured with His Majesty’s presem dispensary. 
on the night of Wednesday, August 16th.” “a But Léon Maurel’s patients recovered. He made 
“Mademoiselle! It is incredible and wonderful! T them live, he made them realise that the world was a 


The four men stared at Réve as if she had give: in it. And so they lived! 


Emperor here in Valmont!” a good place and that one could afford to laugh at it and 
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There was not a man or a woman in St. Benis — 
who would not have given a snap of the fingers for all 
the doctors with big reputations who had been called 
into the service of Napoleon and who were having 
honours and distinctions heaped upon them for their 
various achievements. | 

“Your servant, Mademoiselle,” Dr. Maurel said to 
Rêve, and she clung to his hand as a drowning man 
might cling to a piece of driftwood. i 

“Please, Doctor, save him,” she said, the words burst- 
ing almost involuntarily from her lips. 

“We shall do that if it is humanly possible,” Dr. 3 
Maurel replied. | 

He glanced from Rêve to the men still standing open 
mouthed in the doorway. 

“Haven’t you boys anything to do?” he asked, and — 
sheepishly but smilingly they shuffled from the room. 

“Now, let’s see what is wrong,” he said approaching 
the bed, waves of heat and vitality seeming to radiate 
from him. -d 

“Tt is his head,” Rêve exclaimed quickly. “A dagger 
thrust just above the eyebrows. I bound it together.” 

“Good girl!” 

The Doctor put his bag down on the table beside 
the bed with what seemed to Rêve almost intolerable 
slowness, then glanced at Antoinette. 4 

“Have you got what I shall require?” he as 
“Towels, hot water, bandages?” 

“Everything,” Antoinette answ 

“Bon! I might have guessed you would have. You're 
the most efficient woman I know,” he said, and for a 
moment his big laugh echoed strangely in the big bed 
room. 
“Oh, Doctor, please hurry!” Réve said. “His woum 
is so deep and he had bled so much. I know that ever 
minute is of account.” 3 

The Doctor looked at her. $ 
“So this young man is of importance,” he said. a 

Réve did not answer, but her eyes besought him el 
quently to make haste. He looked at her quivering fa 
and put one of his hands on her shoulder., 4 
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“Go and sit down by the window,” he said. “If I 
want you, I will call you.” 

Obediently she did as she was told. As she did so 
she heard his voice with its usual, half humorous, half 
sympathetic note in it say to Antoinette: 

i is the et of that little one which suffers!” 

ve waited apprehensively for Antoinette’ 
but she did not ion. : eT hed 





“We can manage,” she said firmly; and then, as 
she saw the incredulity in the doctor’s eyes, she added: 
“Do you think that Antoinette and I are so helpless 


that we cannot look after one sick man? If so, you 
| must have a very poor opinion of us, Doctor.” 
6 “Tt is not that, Mademoiselle,” Dr. Maurel replied. 
“People make the best nurses when their own feelings 
are not involved. You appear to care so deeply for this 






























3 brother of yours that I thought at first the relationship 
Rêve sat at the open window, looking out on to the must be a very different one. But it is good to see 
lake, as she had sat hour after hour for the last three warm family affection and God knows, poor child, 
9 days. you have little family left.” 

) She did not see the glittering silver water or the bril- “That is true,” Rêve said, “and if for no other reason 
~ kliance of the flowers growing by the water’s edge, nor you must save Armand’s life.” 

| did she hear the song of the birds or the humming of “My dear, I have done all that I can. It is only a 
| the bees among the roses, but all her thoughts and feel- question of time now—time, the great healer, helped 
ings were fixed in a concentrated tenseness upon Ar- — by a man’s youth and vigour, which I swear are better 
E ind. medicines than anything a physician can prescribe.” 

He lay in the bed in the room behind her, his face “You think—you are certain that he will—live?” 
almost as pale as the pillows on which his head was Rêve’s lips hardly dared to breathe the words. 
supported, his body still and immobile as if already the Her eyes scrutinised the doctor’s face as if she would 

hand of Death was upon him. tear the truth from him, however much he might wish 
Sometimes he was so quiet that in an agony of fear ~ to spare her from knowing it. 
Rêve would rise from the window and cross the room “I can tell you nothing more than I have told you 
to stand beside the bed, looking down at him, listening siready,” Dr. Manrel replied quietly. “We-can only 
for the soft motion of his breathing which would tell her hope and pray.” 
i that he was still alive. “Yes, we can do that.” ; 
i Sometimes she would imagine she could hear nothing, Rêve almost whispered the words. She wondered if 
and in a terror which was more painful than any the doctor had any idea how passionately she prayed 
emotion she had ever experienced in her life before, she both night and day for Armand’s recovery. 

| would run to the door and fetch Antoinette, to be re- Indeed she prayed until at times she felt as if her 
' assured that he was still alive until the next moment of spirit left her body, as if it winged itself to the very 
l horror and uncertainty came to terrify her afresh. i gates of Heaven in supplication for the life of the 
At other times Armand was not so quiet. In a high man she loved. 

_ fever he would toss from side to side, crying out de= And now three days had passed and Armand was 
_ jiriously in a thick, almost incoherent voice; and at still unconscious. 

| these moments Rêve was desperately afraid lest he Suddenly Réve thought she heard a movement; but 
` should betray himself. -a when she turned her head, he was lying still and quiet, 
She insisted on nursing him herself with the help J his eyes closed, his hands limp against the softness of 

Antoinette and fiercely opposed Doctor Maurel’s sug the linen sheets. s À 
gestion that he should get further help from the villagi “Oh, Armand, my darling,” her heart cried out to 
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him. “Come back to me from that strange land where only, and the visit of a thousand Emperors would have 
you are dwelling at the moment—a land of oblivion left her unmoved at this moment while Armand’s life 
between this world and the next, where you are un- hung in the balance. 


aware of my love and yet not enfolded in the mercy and ~ But when she was not worrying about his chance of 
love of God, Come back to ‘me! I want you, I need survival, she was worrying about his saefty. So far he 
you! Come back to me!” | had been amazingly lucky. 

Again and again her heart cried out to him. Still That first night after the doctor had sewn up the 
there was no sign from the bed, only a deep unbroken gash in Armand’s head, had given Antoinette and her- 
silence in the room, while from everywhere else outside self instructions as to how to nurse him, and had gone 
and in the house there came the muffled sound of move- from the Château, suddenly a terrifying thought had 
ment. come to Rêve. 


It seemed to Rêve that an army of people had de- It was a thought which had made her stand paralysed 
scended on the Château since, to save Armand, she had with horror and then sent her hand fluttering to her 
told the men of the village that his wound was due toan breast as if in a sudden stabbing pain. It was a very 
attempt to save the Emperor’s life and had added that innocent remark of Antoinette’s which caused this con- 
the Emperor himself was coming to Valmont. sternation. She had said: 

From that moment a transformation had taken place “I must undress the poor young gentleman. Will you 
in the village of St. Benis. Had Rêve not been so con- go and tell Jacques to have his luggage brought up here 
sumed by her anxiety for Armand, she would have so that I can find a nightshirt for him?” 
been amused at what had taken place immediately It was then that Réve remembered that de Frémond 
after her revelation. « would have come to the Chateau with both his luggage 

If the villagers and workmen of St. Benis had and his servants. There lay the danger! 
thought the Château adequately repaired and decor- If the servants talked, if they said that the Marquis 
ated for its legal and traditional owner, they certainly d’Augeron was dead, killed in a drunken brawl in Am- 
did not consider it good enough for their beloved Em- sterdam, what chance had she of saving Armand’s life, 
peror. of succeeding in her subterfuge of pretending that he 

There were painters working inside the house and was her half-brother? 
outside, without orders and without payment, and with- Without a word to Antoinette she rushed from the 
out even asking permission to work. : room, down the stairs and into the hall. The first thing 

There were glaziers and stone-masons, polishers and she saw was a pile of luggage. Leather trunks of all 
joiners, carpenters and cabinet makers. They had all sizes and shapes were piled there, obviously waiting 
found themselves a task of some sort, even to unpacking for some strong arms to carry them upstairs. 
the furniture which had belonged to the Duchess and At least half of them, Réve saw, bore a Marquis’s 
which had lain for so long in its packing cases in the coronet over her brother’s mon 
big empty rooms. A She realised that Paul de Frémond had brought her 

Rêve was surprised, too, to find that the staff at the half-brother’s luggage with his to the Château and for a 
Château had been very considerably augmented by moment she felt almost faint with fear. But at last, 
bright-faced girls and even a footman or two, but shi summoning all her courage, she went in search of 
made no comment. 3 Jacques. 

Indeed, she felt as if she moved in another worl She found him in the pantry, polishing a piece of 
herself. She could think of one thing and one thim | silver and grumbling to himself as he usually did. He 
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glanced up as Réve entered and rose respectfully, if 
slowly to his feet, his face twisting a little with the pain 
of his rheumatism as he did so. 

“Where are the servants who brought the luggage 
which is waiting in the hall?” Réve inquired. 

“Out in the stables, Mademoiselle, and a cheeky lot 
they be, too, a-shouting for their money. I tells them 
that I have no money and no instructions to give them 
any.” 

“I will see to it,” Rêve said. 

She went down the long passage which led through 
the kitchen quarters directly out to the stables. It was 
getting late, but as she anticipated, the men were mak- 
ing no effort to retire for the night. : 

They were sitting on the mounting block and the 
steps of the stable, talking and laughing. Some of them 
had bottles in their hands, and one man was playing 
a merry jig on a fiddle. The music came to an end as 
she walked towards them. 


The moonlight illuminated her white shoulders, her 


proudly held head. She came to a stop near them and 
then waited a moment before speaking. As she did so, 
one man came forward, an elderly man with a heavy 
grey moustache and shifty, calculating eyes. 
“Are you in charge here?” Rêve asked. 
“Yes, Mademoiselle.” 
“You brought Monsieur de Frémond here from Am- 
sterdam?” | 
“Yes, Mademoiselle.” 
“And from Poland?” 
The question came faintly. A 
“No, Mademoiselle. We understand Monsieur had 
trouble with his own servants and they returned to their 
own country. The gentleman was cursing good and 
plenty when he engaged us.” : 
There was a little twitter amongst the men as he 
said this, and Réve felt her spirits rise. a 
“AJl Monsieur de Frémond’s servants retume 
home?” she inquired. ; 
“As far as I know, Mademoiselle, for we are frof 
Amsterdam. You won’t find any foreigners amongst us. 
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Réve felt the relief spreading over her whole body 
like a soothing balm. She could understand what had 
happened. The servants had been ready to serve her 
half-brother, but they had not liked de Frémond. 

While her brother lived, they must obey his orders; 
but on his death they had made it quite clear that they 
would no longer accept de Frémond’s commands or call 
him master. 

They had returned home and he had been forced to 
engage a strange staff for the last part of his journey. 

Réve took a deep breath. 

“Monsieur de Frémond will have no further need 
of you,” she said, and again that little twitter came 
from among the men. “If you will tell me what is 
owing, I will give it to you, and you can leave as early 
as you like in the morning.” 

“Thank you, Mademoiselle. We will do what you 
suggest,” the elderly man said. 

“And the sum that you require for your services?” 
Rêve said. 

He named a sum which staggered her. For a moment 
she thought that her hearing must be mistaken, but 
something in the look in his eye, the crafty expression 
in his face told her all to clearly that he had doubled, 
if not trebled the original figure. 

Because de Frémond was dead, there was no one to 
relate what was the sum agreed. And yet so thankful 
was Rêve at the thought of getting rid of these men 
that she would not argue with them, She was determined 
to pay the money so that they could go. The question 
was how to find so much gold? 

_ “You will have the sum you ask before you leave 
in the morning,” she said curtly and turned and walked 
away through the moonlight to the house. 

As she went she heard a man’s laugh, and it was 
followed by a buzz of voices. 

She had been tricked, she knew that but she did 
not care. Anything to know that one more danger 
to Armand was eliminated, 

But where was she to find the money? She knew that 
there was no possibility of Antoinette having such a 
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large sum in her possession, even though she always The men did as they were told. Antoinette drew 


had a little cash available to pay the housekeeping from the trunk that she had opened a coat of green 
accounts. velvet embroidered with silver and ornamented with 

There might be some gold amongst her Great-Aunt’s diamond buttons which flashed in the candlelight. 
possessions, and yet she doubted it. The Duchess had “Supposing these clothes don’t fit Armand,” Réve 
had a horror of robbers and most of her money had thought suddenly. 
been placed for safety in a bank in Paris. Where, where She had no idea what had been the height of her 
could she obtain it? half-brother, Armand; the Armand whom she loved 

Suddenly Réve thought of de Frémond’s luggage. was tall, but not so fleshily built as de Frémond. 

There might be gold in that. Neither he nor her half- She began to see the many pitfalls and snares which 
brother would have travelled without carrying a con- ~ surrounded her now that she had lied and must go on 
siderable fortune between them. She reached the hall lying. But even as a feeling of shame and depression 
and stood looking at the luggage. i swept over her, she asked herself what would be her 

Out of the vast pile she finally picked out one box. @ position at this moment had it been Armand who had 
It was of tooled leather and heavily padlocked, and been killed. 
she was certain that it contained something of value. — She remembered Paul de Frémond’s plans for their 
The difficulty now was to find the keys. marriage and felt again the lustful brutality of his hot 

With a sense of relief she saw two of the men who lips. 
had carried Armand from the Temple coming back — The colour flamed into Réve’s cheeks at the memory 
into the house. and she turned to Antoinette quickly. 

For a moment she wondered why they were there, ‘Have you found any keys? I think there must be 
and then she guessed that they had fetched de Fré- some gold in the box that is padlocked. I need it for © 
mond’s body from the Temple and placed it some- the coachmen.” 
where to await burial. She called them and asked them “How much?” Antoinette asked briefly, busy with 
to carry the luggage upstairs. the unpacking. 

They obeyed her without question, the heavy Rêve told her and she sat back on her heels in sheer 
trunks resting on their broad shoulders, their big hands astonishment. 
making light work of the many boxes. “But it is incredible, ridiculous! The men are robbing 

There was an ante-room to the Duchess’s bedroom, — you. I will speak with them.” 
where her clothes had always been kept for it was lined “No, no,” Rêve said quickly. “Let us pay them and 

- with cupboards, all of them smelling sweetly of laven- they can go. We don’t want them here. There is no 
der which Antoinette picked in the garden every year time for argument. My brother is a rich man. 
and sewed into muslin bags tied with purple ribbon. We don’t know what arrangements he had made and 

As the last trunk went upstairs, Rêve followed them it is impossible to ask him.” 
and found that Antoinette had already begun to un- “Yes, it is indeed impossible to do that, the poor 
pack, two cupboards having been cleared of the Duch- soul. The doctor says it may be some days before he 
ess’s elaborate gowns. Antoinette glanced up as te will regain consciousness. A blow like that on the head 
men entered the room with their last burden. | can affect the brain. I remember a cousin of mine gl 

“Is that a coroneted box?” she asked. “If not put if | Réve realised that Antoinette was going to talk about 
over there. Those are the ones which will not be her family and before she could get too involved in 
needed. They can be disposed of later.” | the story she said: 
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“The keys, Antoinette, that is what I need.” 

“Most gentlemen keep their keys on them when they 
travel,” Antoinette replied. “I will look in Monsieur’s 
coat.” 

She rose and went from the ante-room and into the 
bedroom. Armand’s coat was lying over the chair, Réve 
saw her put her hand into the pockets and then saw 
her do the same with his breeches pockets. ` 

“There are no keys here,” Antoinette said. 

Réve drew a deep breath. She had suddenly real- 
ised where the keys would be. In de Frémond’s pos- 
session, of course! He would have taken them when her 
half-brother was killed, even if he had not kept them 
before in his position of secretary, major-domo or what- 
ever position he had held as companion to the Marquis 
d’Augeron. 

“We shall doubtless find them amongst the luggage,” _ 
Antoinette said, confidently returning to the open 
“J will look as I unpack.” 

She bent to lift a pair of white satin breeches from 
the folds of white paper, but Rêve had left the room, 
She ran downstairs, through the hall and past the door ~ 
of the Great Banqueting Hall where the Duchess lay | 
in state. She had an idea where the men would have 
placed de Frémond’s body. l 

There was a small unused room in the front of the — 
house which was furnished only with a big oak table 
which had proved too big and too ugly to be put else- 
where in the Château. It was a room used on formal 
occasions for village meetings when there was a gather- 

ing which could not be comfortably accommodated in 
the smaller houses of those in authority. l 

It was a tall, dark room which always smelt sligh ‘ly 
musty, and as Réve opened the door now she felt an 
almost overwhelming sense of dislike both for the room 
and for what it held. 3 

The tapers on the mantelpiece had been lit and bj 
their light Réve could see that de Frémond’s body a 
on the long oak table. " 

Someone had crossed his hands on his breast in 
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‘the approved fashion and had closed his eyes, putting 


a sou on each of them to keep his eyelids down. 

The draught from the door caused the candles to 
flicker and for the moment as she entered the room she 
thought that de Frémond was smiling at her, jeering at 
her as if he knew what she had said and done. 

It was with an effort that Réve made herself close 
the door behind her and go forward. As the candles 
ceased flickering, she saw that de Frémond was not 
smiling, but even in death his lips were somehow 
lewd and bestial. 

Steeling herself for what she must do, she approached 
the table. It took her but a few seconds to discover the 
keys in the left-hand pocket of his coat. She drew them 
out with a hand that trembled. 

It was a big bunch, and she found herself staring 
down at them, wondering exactly what they had meant 
to de Frémond. Power for one thing, she thought, pow- 
er over her half-brother, and power to get what he 
wanted. 

She shivered. The cold steel of the keys was some- 
how as horrible as the man who had owned them. She 
glanced at de Frémond’s face and suddenly her nerve 
snapped so that she could bear it no longer. 

With an exclamation of fear and horror she ran 
across the room, wrenched open the door and heard it 
slam behind her as she ran down the corridor which 
led to the hall. 

Only when she reached the very door of the ante- 
room to the Duchess’s bedroom did she stop for a mo- 
ment to get her breath and remember that Antoinette 
must not suspect anything. 

For one moment Réve had played with the idea of 
telling Antoinette the truth, and then, as she had sat 
in the window seat of the room while Dr. Maurel was 
attending to Armand’s wound and Antoinette was be- 
side him helping, she had known that it would not 
be wise. 

Antoinette loved her, she knew that, loved her with 
all her heart and with all her being. She had risked 
her life for her, cared for her and tended her. She had 
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done as much as any mother would do for her own 
child during the long years when Réve had been or- 
phaned and penniless. 

But because of that very love and because of the fear 
which had been their daily attendant for so long, An- 
toinette would not allow her to take any more risks. It 
would seem to her entirely wrong for Réve to hide and 
succour an English spy, however much she loved him. 

The risk was too great, and Réve knew that Antoi- 
nette would oppose her taking it by every means in her 
power. No, Antoinette must never know. Of that she 
was certain. 

With an effort to appear normal and unperturbed 
she entered the ante-room. Antoinette was still busy. , 

“Never have I seen a gentleman with so many 
clothes,” she said. “You would have thought that he 
would have brought a valet with him to care for his 
































“F understand there was some trouble at Amsterdam 
and his own servants returned to Poland,” Rêve said. 

“Oh, that accounts for it, then,” Antoinette said. “But 
he will have to have someone, for old Jacques will — 
never manage to valet all these clothes, that’s as sure 
as I’m sitting here.” 

“But of course we must find my brother a valet,” 
Réve said quickly. “We can send to Paris to one of the © 
bureaux. I am told that they provide excellent servants.” 

“I am sure they do,” Antoinette said sarcastically, 
“but at what price? Have you come into a fortune, ma 
petite, that you can talk in that high-handed manner?” 

Réve would have answered her, but at that moment 
the lock in which she had been trying the keys which 
she had taken from de Frémond flew open. She raised 
the lid and gave a gasp at which Antoinette tumed; 
then it was her turn to exclaim. 

“Mon Dieu, are they real?” ` 

Antoinette might well ask the same question, for the 
coroneted box which Rêve had thought contained val 
uables, because of its heavy padlock was filled to th 
brim with gold—gold louis shining dully in the ligl 
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of the candles. A veritable fortune lay there before 
their eyes. 

And yet Rêve wondered many times in the past few 
days, what use such money was if it could not buy 
the only thing she wanted. 

How often in the years of her penury had she thought 
how wonderful it would be to be rich, to be able to 
pay gold for everything she wanted! And yet now she 
knew with an absolute certainty—as really as she had 
always known it—that money could not buy the things 
that mattered. 

There was only one thing that she wanted—that 
Armand should live, and no amount of money could 
ensure that. 

Almost instinctively, because her thoughts had taken 
her in a full circle, Rêve began to pray again: 

“Oh, God, let him live—Please, God, let him live.” 

She repeated the words over and over again, and then 
suddenly there came a sound from the bed. Quickly 
she got to her feet and moved to Armand’s side. He 
was moving his head restlessly from side to side and 
she wondered if the fever was rising again. 

She touched his hand to see if it was hot, but even 
as she did so the door opened and Antoinette came in, 
followed by Dr. Maurel. 

“Well, and how is our patient today?” Dr. Maurel 
inquired very quietly. 

He seldom raised his voice in the sick-room, and it 
seemed to Réve an ominous thing that he often spoke 
almost in a whisper when he was near Armand. 

“He made a sound,” Réve replied. “I was wondering 
if the fever 5 

She stopped, the words dying on her lips, for Ar- 
mand was speaking. He murmured something and with 
her invariable quick sense of relief at such moments 
Rêve realised that he spoke in French, It was some- 
thing about the fields and the trees. 

Then quite unexpectedly, while they all stood looking 
at him, he opened his eyes. Rêve felt as if her heart 
had stopped beating: 
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“Where am 1?” he asked, and his voice was clear 
and distinct, if weak. . 

The doctor moved forward, his big fingers searching 
for Armand’s pulse. . 

“You are at Valmont,” he replied. “You are quite 
safe. Do not worry yourself.” 

“At—at Valmont?” 

Armand repeated the word, and Réve saw that his 
eyes were puzzled. Afraid of what he might say, terrified 
that he might reveal himself to Antoinette and Dr. 
Maurel, she bent forward. 

“You are here with me, Armand,” she said, “Dont 
talk now. We are going to get you well.” 

Her voice, soft and soothing, seemed to satisfy him. 
He gave a little sigh, closed his eyes and appeared to 
drop off into an easy sleep. i 

Rêve looked up to meet the doctor’s smile. 

“He will be all right,” he said quietly. “When he 
wakens again, give him a little chicken broth with a few 
drops of cognac in it, but not too much, you under- 
stand. Just a few spoonfuls every hour. I congratulate 
you, Mademoiselle Nurse.” if 
“You mean—that he is—really better,” Réve stam- 
mered. ; } 

“Į mean just that,” Dr. Maurel said quietly. 

“Thank God!” 

Rêve’s ejaculation came straight from the heart. She 
could not prevent herself from showing the wonderful 
relief the doctor’s words brought her. She realised that 
Antoinette looked at her curiously. i 4 

Dr. Maurel patted her shoulder and Antoinette hur- 
ried to open the door for him to leave the room, _ i 

After a moment, Rêve crossed to her seat in the 
window. 

“J must be careful,” she told herself. 

She did not think that Antoinette was really suspi 
cious, but she obviously thought it odd that Rêve 
should care so deeply about a half-brother whom sh 
had never seen before and about: whom, until hi 
arrival, she had been to all intents and purposes € 
tremely indifferent. 7 
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But Antoinette, Réve remembered uncomfortably, 
had an unfortunate way of knowing as a child when 
she was lying. When she grew up, she had not wanted to 
lic, but even so, Antoinette would have known it if 
she had. 

But her love and her fear for Armand’s safety had 
made her not only lie, but create a whole structure of 
falsehood and pretence. 

And undoubtedly Antoinette might be a very real 
danger to Armand. She had dedicated her life to Réve 
as a nun might dedicate her service to God. She had 
been young, barely sixteen, when she had first known 
suffering and unhappiness. 

One of a large family, she had fallen in love with 
a man who was affianced to her eldest sister, and he 
had loved her. Under the apple blossom in the orchard, 
hidden from the old farm-house by the gnarled 
branches of the heavily laden trees, they had sped into 
each other’s arms with the sure intensity of two homing 
pigeons. 

They had not meant it to happen. Indeed, love had 
come upon them so gradually that it was there long 
before they were aware of it. 

Only after Laurent had been coming to the farm to 
court Antoinette’s sister for over a year, did Antoinette 
awaken to the fact that she loved him not as a brother, 
but as something deeper and more intimate. 

She had thought her secret was hers and hers alone, 
that it was hidden away in the very depth of her heart, 
until with that instinct sharpened by love she had real- 
ised that Laurent was avoiding her. 

He would turn his head away as she entered the 
room, would studiously stand aside from contact with 
her, seeming at times almost rude in his indifference to 
what she said or to her presence at meal times. 

One day, quite inadvertently, in passing him some 
food their fingers had touched and she had known. 
Known when the slow colour flooded into his weather- 
beaten face, known from the startled glance that he 
gave her, from the suffocation in her own throat— 
that he loved her too. 
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She had gone down to the apple orchard after him 
because she could not help herself. She had seen him 
slip away alone while her sister was changing into her 
best clothes so that she and Laurent could go to church 
together. 

Without thinking, compelled by some age-old in- 
stinct stronger than herself, Antoinette followed him 
into the orchard. 

It must have been about in the centre of the field 
that he heard her footsteps and turned to see who was 
following him. | 

It was then, as their eyes met, when all pretence was 
impossible and no words mattered, that Antoinette had 
rushed into his arms with the pink and white blossom 
falling around them like confetti. 

Their lips had met in one long kiss, but they had 
both realised, even as they cling together, that it was 
hopeless. 

Laurent was affianced to Antoinette’s sister and the 
marriage would take place when her dowry, which had 
been steadily increasing throughout the year, -was big 
enough to warrant the ceremony. 

There was no possible appeal which either of them 
could make. Antoinette was the youngest of the family. 
It was not her turn to marry, and even if she wanted 
to, there would be no money for her. Besides, they 
both knew that love had little to do with marriage. 

Marriage was a sensible, legal contract made between 
two families and entered into with financial advantage 
to both parties. Love had nothing to do with such ar- 
rangements and both Antoinetté and Laurent knew that 
there was only heartbreak and unhappiness left for both 
of them. 

Antoinette was only sixteen in years, but she was lar 
older in wisdom. She approached her father that € 1e= 
ning and told him that she intended to leave the farm 
and go into service. 1 

“J wish to better myself,” she said proudly, then elt 
ashamed when he was pleased with what he imagine 
were her ambitious ideas. a 

He took her up to the Château the next day. He ha 
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a friend there, a herdsman who had occasionally .pur- 
chased a pig from the farm or brought a cow over for 
service. 

There was much drinking of wine and exchanging of 
compliments. Antoinette had her cheek pinched, was 
told she was a pretty girl and if she worked as well as 
she looked, the “big house” was sure to employ her. 

The upshot of it all had been with within three days 
Antoinette entered the Château as a sewing maid. 

It was then that she had fallen in love for the sec- 
ond time with one of the loveliest people she had ever 
seen—a tall, graceful woman, whose limbs seemed to 
move with a grace that was like the wind blowing over 
the cornfields and whose smile made the sun less golden 
in comparison. 

“If you sew as well as your father says,” she had told 
the wide-eyed Antoinette, “you shall help my good Ma- 
rie with my clothes. If your stitches are too big, you 
will have to go into the kitchen, for I am very particu- 
lar, am I not, Marie?” 

“And rightly, Madame,” the old maid said sourly. 

The lovely lady laughed. 

“Marie is jealous,” she told Antoinette, “because her 
eyes are getting dim and she cannot see as well as she 
did. But no one in the world will ever sew as beauti- 
fully as Marie could when she was younger. You will 
have to work very hard to be even half as good as she 
was; but you can help her, and if she is too cross with 
you, come and tell me and I will protect you.” 

She laughed again, and putting out a hand glittering 
with diamond rings, she laid it on her old maid’s arm. 

“We must let the young ones have a chance, Marie,” 
she said consolingly. “Let this child help you instead of 
sitting up half the night making your poor old eyes 
blood-shot with the strain of trying to see when you 
know you can’t.” 

: “Tt is, of course, as Madame wishes,” Marie said stif- 

y. 
The Countess had turned to Antoinette. She put her 
hand under her chin and turned her eager young face 
up to hers, 
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“Be kind and helpful to Marie,” she said. “We all | later ae Countess told Antoinette that she was to have 
: i a child. 


s te A eaa and it will be your turn ono day. Don't “My husband and I have wanted a baby so much,” 
Antoinette had not forgotten it, and in a few years’ she said. “I had a son when I was very young, but he 
time when old Marie’s weakening eyes_had made her nee ae s ki by -i A pop a always TaN 
. i part of me has felt incomplete, because, happy as I am 

almost completely blind, she had maided the Countess with my husband, every woman wants a baby. And now 


and looked after the old woman at the same time, striv- y : ' 
ing out of the kindness of her heart not to let Marie OOA. Dde ali TAE a a apna 


h | | 
Pet So eee Be eee ae Once again the apple blossom was in bloom when 
After Antoinette had been at the Château for many Rêve came into the world, but this time Antoinette had 
years, a third love had come to her. no jea p ee oat cae 
Laurent had married her sister by this time and she (not art lene —_ a e small pink and white 
had almost ceased to think of him; but sometimes, when one ye sas ee told was to be christened Réve 
the apple blossom stood on the trees, her heart would os h bps n a Pama true. 2 
ache a little and she would work harder as if in an ou must look after her, Antoinette,” the Countess 
effort to forget her thoughts. had murmured, “because you are the only person I 
She had a lot to do. Old Marie died, the Countess would trust her with in the whole world. My little Réve, 
grew ill and her lovely face altered and sharpened with my Hte drean fho: Hina dangier Aano RR 


pain. When she died, it was Antoinette’s hand she That then h om TAnicdnetteta ti 
; sc ad been An tte’s life. Devotion to 
held until the last moment when her spirit leapt free three people: : 


of her tortured body. i f 

Then Antoinette expected there would be changes in t was not a very large number by some people’s 
the Château and wondered if she would have to return standards, and yet how rich, how varied, how im- 
home; but the Count asked her to stay on with him, | mensely precious was the fact that in loving she had 
which she did until he too died; finding life empty and been loved in return and that none of those she had 
his heart inconsolable without his beloved wife. loved had ever failed her. ; 

After that there were changes indeed, but not for Never in her whole life had Rêve had secrets from 
Antoinette. The new Comte de Valmont, son of the Antoinette. She had told her everything for two reasons 































previous holder of the title, came from Paris and — firstly, because at one time there had been no one else 
brought with him his bride. to talk to, and secondly because Antoinette’s sympathy 
Antoinette liked the new Countess from the moment and devotion made her the ideal listener as well as the 
when she stepped from the coach and looked up at the © ideal counsellor. 
Chateau exclaimed: Yet now she must keep from her the greatest secret 
“Mon cher, you did not tell me what an enchanting of all. It made Réve sad, but she knew that to every 
Palace you owned!” woman there comes that moment when a man supplants 
The new Countess brought her own maid with her, everything else in her life. 
but the girl pined for the gaiety and excitements of It was not that in being loyal to Armand she was 
ii a soon she was sent away and Antoinette took sopa eai Antoinette. It was only that her love 
as such a i 
It was with a happiness lovely to see that two years se at aa Of Deseclt Biak. 3 ama 
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take precedence over everything, however important it 
had seemed before he came. 

She would tell Armand all about Antoinette, she 
thought, and perhaps, if he thought it best, they would 
ultimately confide in her, at least before they took the 
important step of being married. But first, before they 
thought of such things, Armand must be got to safety. 

It was difficult to guess why he had come to France. 
De Frénrond had aecused him of spying and to Rêve 
there was something very horrible in the word. 

A spy, an informer, a man who betrayed the con- 
fidences of those who trusted him! And yet she sup- 
posed that in war anything was possible; and was not 
France at war with England? 

For the first time since she had heard them other of 
de Frémond’s words returned to her mind. 

“Faith!” he had exclaimed, “if it isn’t Sheringham! 
Sheringham, the seducer!” 

Réve remembered the jeering innuendo in his voice — 
as he spoke the last words. What did it mean? She 
knew, of course, the actual meaning of the word, even 
though it was spoken in English. ; 

Now she wondered for one split second if Armand 
had deceived her, if his love for her had not been the 
real love she had believed it to be but merely the lust 
of the hunter, the desire of a man for an attractive 
woman, 3 

And then, even as such thoughts came to her mind, 
she put them from her, knowing that they were base 
and dishonourable. Armand was not like that. 4 

She was as sure of that as if his arms were g 
her and he was felling her to trust her instinct where 
he was concerned. -A 

Tf he had seduced women in the past—as undoubted- 
ly he might have done—it was but the virility of an 
attractive, well-built young man with red blood coursing 
through his veins. Where she was concerned nings 
were very different. a 

He had made no attempt to seduce her, had mereh 
told her of his love and drawn from her a love as & 
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cred and beautiful as if they had stood together in the 
presence of God himself. 

Their love, it was true, had meant that their hearts 
had beaten together in unison, that a flame had risen 
within each of them, their pulses had throbbed to- 
gether and their lips had sought each other’s. And yet 
was not that as God had intended man and woman to 
be—mutually attracted one to the other. 

Yet their desire had been infused with that Divine 
fire which seemed to lift them from the bestiality of 
animals into the glory and beauty of the Godhead. 

What did it matter what de Frémond had said? The 
evil had spent itself uselessly, for she knew with all 
certainty the truth of Armand’s love for her and hers 
for him. 

i All that mattered now was to keep him safe, to save 
him from himself, from a misjudged word, a slip which 
might mean discovery and the penalty extracted from 
all those who fought against the Emperor, 

At the very thought Rêve clenched her hands to- 
gether. She must warn him, she must tell him what she 
had heard, make certain that he took up the part as- 
signed to him without fear of discovery. 

She crossed the room to his side. He was asleep, and 
yet she felt that it was not a heavy sleep. Impulsively, 
without thinking, she bent forward and whispered his 
name. 

“Armand! Armand! Can you hear me?” 

She felt him stir and knew that his consciousness was 
returning to him slowly, and with difficulty. She knew it 
was wrong to waken him, yet at the same time she 
was afraid that he might awake at another time when 
she was not in the room. 

“Armand! Armand!” she said again. 

Slowly he opened his eyes. They were clear, and she 
saw that there was no fever in them, They rested on 
her face and she smiled a little tumultuously at him, 
feeling very near to tears in knowing that he was seeing 
her once again. 

“Oh, Armand,” she whispered, and her lips quivered. 

She restrained an impulse to bend forward and kiss 
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him. There would be time for that later. She mus 
him first who he was supposed to be, warn him of the 


which lay ahead. 
y aigas ie could speak, before she could force 


even a word to her trembling lips, he spoke: 
“Who are you?” he asked. 
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“How long will he be like this?” Rêve asked. 

Watching her expressive face, Dr. Maurel thought he 
had never seen anyone look so attractive when des- 
perately worried. 

For a moment he did not answer and then, as she 
waited, he shrugged his shoulders, making an impressive 
gesture which was more eloquent than any words, 

“Who can tell?” he said at length. “It may be a few 
days, six months, a year, or perhaps—for ever.” 

“For ever!” 

Réve hardly seemed to breathe the words. 

“I remember a man once who fell off his horse when 
riding along a dark road on a stormy night,” Dr. Maurel 
went on. “He pitched on his head and lost his memory 
completely. He had no idea who he was or where he 
had come from, Fortunately his relatives claimed him, 
and after a while he began to think that he remembered 
things because of what they told him about the past. 

“But actually he had no memory for anything that 
had happened before his accident. One night, ten years 
later, he was going along the same road, There was a 
flash of lightning, his horse stumbled, and his memory 
returned to him completely and in an instant.” 

“Is that how it happens usually?” Rêve asked. 

Dr. Maurel shook his head. 

“No, indeed, that was an exception. Uusally the mem- 
ory returns slowly. Little things seem to cause an echo 
in the patient’s mind—a note of music, a book or a 
poem he has read before, a familiar face. It is rather 
like the dawn breaking. Gradually the darkness goes 
and the world is light.” 
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“And you think in Armand’s case that will happen?” 
éve questioned. 
ata Maurel smiled and putting out his big hand, 
laid it on her arm. 

“My child, if I could answer questions like that, I 
should not be a country doctor. Who can possibly fore- 
cast the workings of Providence, for it is Providence 
who decides these things? Your brother’s memory may 
return in a flash; it may come to him slowly, or not at 
all. At the moment he tells me he remembers nothing— 
nothing at all. 

“He does not even recall how he got the wound 
which caused all this damage. But perhaps in a week or 
so, as he gets stronger, something may revive that 
stunned consciousness. When he is really better, per- 
haps in several months’ time, a visit to his own estates 
might prove beneficial. 

“In the meantime our chief concern must be to get 
the wound healed and not to let him be worried. Does it 
matter so very much that he cannot remember his jour- 
ney here? Who knows what the past may have held for 
him, but at least at present he is happy and content.’ 

Rêve smiled automatically in response to the lightness 
in Dr. Maurel’s tone. When he had left her, she stood 
for a long time in the Silver Salon looking out over the 
lake. Was there ever such a tangle? 5 

Armand, with complete loss of memory so that she 
dared not warn him of the danger in which he stood! 

At first she had been inclined to believe that he was 
hiding the truth from her because in his weakness he 
was not certain whether she was friend or foe; the a 
gradually she had come to realise that he was not acting, 
not pretending. ; 

He was-in truth behaving absolutely naturally ve- 
cause he did not remember anything. What made it 
even more difficult was the fact that he accepted all 
she told him with the innocence and credulity of i 

trusting child. z 4 

“J am Armand d’Augeron, you tell me,” he said te 
her. “I like the sound of the name. It is distinguished. 
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“Yes, your name is Armand,” Réve said, a slight em- 
phasis on the word. 

“A nice name, don’t you think?” he asked dreamily. 
“There are many things that I should have hated to be 
called.” i 

“What, for instance?” Réve asked, thinking that per- 
haps the reply might be illuminating. 

“Oh, I cannot recollect them at the moment,” Ar- 
mand replied lazily. “And I suppose that names don’t 
really matter a fig. It is the people who bear them that 
make them memorable. Your name is as charming as 
you are yourself. But I expect a lot of people have told 
you that.” 

His voice was so impersonal, so casual that Réve 
could have cried out at the very tone of it. Sometimes 
she felt she could hardly bear the fact that Armand had 
accepted, without comment or suspicion, the fact that 
she was his half-sister. 

“T am glad,” he had said. 

She knew that he was pleased, although there was no 
warmth, no urgency in his tone, none of that fierce in- 
tensity with which he had addressed her when they were 
together in the Temple. 

How long ago it seemed now! Sometimes Réve won- 
dered to herself whether it was her memory which was 
at fault, not Armand’s, and if indeed she had but dreamt 
the whole thing. 

But there was Paul de Frémond’s grave in the church- 
yard to tell her that it was true. She had seen it when 
she went to take flowers to place in the family vault 
where the Duchess had been interred. 

She had stood there looking down at the newly 
turned earth, devoid of any flowers or markings; then 
with an effort she had forced herself to say a prayer for 
de Frémond’s soul. : 

From that very first return to consciousness when 
Armand had looked at her in the face and asked: 
“Who are you?” she had felt as if she were caught in 
some snare from which she would never be able to — 
escape. 
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It was almost inconceivable that the Armand whom 
she loved and who had loved her with a fierce, passion- 
ate intensity, should now speak to her courteously and 
with the pleasant, easy affection of a brother. 

It was only the fact that Antoinette had come into 
the room while she was still answering his question 
which had prevented her from telling him there and 
then exactly who she was and what she believed she 
meant in his life. 

Sometimes Réve regretted bitterly that she had been 
forced to lie to Armand, and that, having lied, she 
had felt it both politic and sensible to carry on the 
pretence while he was still so ill. 

But she had never thought for one moment that any- 
thing so tragic or so fantastic would happen as that he 
should lose his memory. 

“Who are you?” he had asked, and with the soft, 
half-smile on her lips of a woman who loves, she had 

answered him. 

“I am Rêve! Do you not remember me? Rêve!” 

Her eyes held his, but she saw no gleam of recogni- 
tion in them; yet she was certain now that there had 
been something else—admiration, perhaps, or some- 
thing deeper, she was not quite certain. 

And then Antoinette had come into the room. 

“You are Rêve,” Armand had repeated with dif- 
ficulty, and hastily, because she was afraid, Rêve had 
said the fatal words: S 

“Yes, surely, you remember? I am your half-sister, 
Rêve de Valmont.” a 
“My half-sister!” Armand repeated slowly, and Rêve 
had looked round to find Antoinette standing beside her. 
“You must not talk too much, Monsieur,” the latter 
said quietly and added to Rêve: “Let him sleep, poor 

man.” ' 
Antoinette had smoothed the pillows and dré wI 
Rêve away from the bedside; then seated beside her of 
the window seat, she had said what seemed to Re V 
now to have been prophetic words: e 
“He may lose his memory for a few months, for 
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blow on the head sometimes causes that. If he asks many 
questions, do not hurry him. Just answer them and try 
vi to appear surprised that many obvious things escape 

“He may lose his memory!” Rêve echoed stupidly. 

“Tt is but to be expected,” Antoinette answered. 
“The doctor was saying to me that such a deep head 
wound was bound to have a bad repercussion of some 
sort on the system. Some people might become semi- 
paralysed with such a blow, but there is nothing like that 
oe Monsieur. He must have what we call ‘a charmed 

e’. 

“You are quite sure nothing like th 
oe g at has happened 

The words burst from Réve’s lips and her face was 
white. Antoinette took her hand in hers. 

“No, no, of course not, you stupid child. Would I 
have mentioned it if I had thought there was the slight- 
est chance of such a thing? Why, I have really disturbed 
you! It is indeed silly of me, but I had no idea you 
would be so upset.” 

“T am all right,” Réve said hastily. “It was just the 
shock of thinking that so strong a young man might 
not be able to walk or move.” 

“Antoinette patted her hand reassuringly. 

_ “Forget that I suggested anything so horrid. Mon- 
sieur will be all right, and already you are very fond 
of him. That is good! For too long, ma petite, you 
have been without a family.” 

“Yes, that is why I care so deeply,” Réve said, not 
daring to look at Antoinette for fear she should notice 
that she lied. 

“Yes, of course that is it,” Antoinette answered. “He 
is indeed handsome, your brother; and I am quite cer- 
tain very charming. What a pity you did not get to know 
each other before that villain attacked him.” 

“A pity indeed!” Réve agreed. “When he is well 
again, we must make up for lost time.” 
er hen ke ene “And now that Mon- 

; W j 
tiations regarding your rai i a SS T A 
127 














“Yes—yes, he—can do that i 

Réve’s words were slow and slightly tremulous. 

“I am very glad,” Antoinette said. “I have worried 
about you, ma petite. Let us be frank and admit that is 
is your well-being, your future which is of more im- 
portance than anything else. I want to see you happy 
and settled.” 

“Yes—my future,” Réve repeated, but she had known 
then how careful she must be where Antoinette was 
concerned, 

Antoinette must never suspect, must never know 
who Armand was. If she did, she would not hesitate to 
betray him if she believed it was for the ultimate good of 
Réve herself. 

And so the farce had begun and continued, Only 
there was no question of acting on Armand’s part 
because he had no idea that he was not who Reve told 
him he was. 

Things were all the easier in that neither she nor any 
of the other persons in the Château could answer ques- 
tions about his past life in Poland. They could only 
tell him about themselves, -and that in itself made the 
situation far less dangerous than it might have been. 

Now the Emperor was arriving that night, and while 
Rêve shivered at the thought, she need not be afraid 

of anything that Armand might say or do, for he was 
in fact completely convinced that he was the Marquis 
d’Augeron and was looking forward to Napoleon Bona- 
parte’s visit with the same interest and supercilious curi- 
osity that any French aristocrat might have shown 
in the circumstances. 

Feelings in the Château were indeed mixed regarc ng 
the Emperor’s arrival. Rêve was beset with anxiety an i 
terror lest Armand should betray himself; Antoinette, 
imbued as she was with the Duchess’s opinions, which’ 
were those of the old régime towards the first Empire, 
looked on the Emperor as an upstart who was aping 
his betters. | 

But for the rest of the household and for those wh 
lived in the village it was a moment of ecstasy, € xcite 
ment and almost hysterical adoration. d 
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The Château itself had been transformed so that 
Rêve hardly recognised her own home. Everywhere 
there was the faint smell of paint, but the rooms in- 
deed looked beautiful and even more elaborate, if pos- 
sible, then in the days when her father had lived there 
in all his grandeur. 

The Duchess’s fine tapestries, velvet hangings and 
valuable furniture had been displayed to their best ad- 
vantage, and everywhere there were flowers. 

Flowers arranged in great banks of colour in the 
hall, in cut crystal and valuable china vases in the 
salons, while in the Great Banqueting Hall garlands 
were wreathed along every wall and entwined round 
the minstrel’s gallery until the room was veritably a 
bower of blossom. 

Would they have done as much for any of their 
former kings? Réve wondered and knew that it was the 
people’s desire to hero-worship which gave them this 
almost fanatical adoration of Napoleon. 

He had soared into prominence and his victories had 
made him seem almost divinely omnipotent so that 
France had risen like a phoenix from the fire of the 
Revolution, to the glories and success of a fame she 
had never achieved before. 

The citizens of St. Benis, typical of the people of 
France, believed in Napoleon as their forefathers had 
believed in God. Would their faith prove justified or 
would he eventually fail them? 

Réve asked the question as she turned from the win- 
dow to move restlessly over the soft carpet of the Silver 
Salon. She caught sight of herself in the glass as she 
moved and knew that she looked her best to greet 
the Emperor. 

Her gown was of hyacinth blue satin with a sash of 
rose-pink velvet embroidered with moonstones which 
Antoinette had fashioned from some of the exquisite 
meres that the Duchess had brought with her from 

y. 

Armand was not to come down to dinner. The doc- 
tor had permitted him to rise from his bed and sit in 
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his room, but he had forbidden him to cross the thres- 
old. 

A The wound, he said, had knit and healed quicker 

than he had dared to hope for, but any excitement might 

cause it to open again. Besides, Armand was still very 

weak., 

Yet never had there been a more difficult patient. Ar- 
mand declared he was bored, and Rêve could well be- 
lieve it from the expression on his face. He wanted to 
be out again, he wanted to look at the house, to see 
the gardens, to take up life as he had left it. 

At first Rêve had been perturbed and half afraid at 
his restless, nervous energy; then she had understood. 
Subconsciously he knew there was something for him 
to do, but he could not remember what it was. 

At the back of his mind was the sense of urgency, 
of something to be accomplished; but while he could not 
remember the details, its impetus gave him a frus- 
trated sense of irritation that he must be treated as an 
invalid. 

“Napoleon coming here?” he said, when Rêve told 
him. “I want to see him.” 

“Why?” Rêve asked. 

Armand knit his brows for a moment in concentra- 
tion. | 

“But of course I want to see him,” he said after a 
moment’s pause. “ ‘Boney’ the terrible, the ‘Nappy’ who 
has got all Europe cowed. Yes, naturally I want to sẹ S 
him. Don’t you?” i 

“I have seen him,” Rêve said quietly. 

“Yes, I remember. Antoinette told me that you went 
to Paris, bearded the lion in his den and demanded that 
your estates should be given back to you. That wa 
brave of you. What should you have done if he ha 
said no?” ‘a 

Réve laughed. a 

“Persisted, I suppose, until he changed his mind.” _ 

“Napoleon Bonaparte!” Armand said reflectively. ` 
seem to know a deuce of a lot about him and yet som 
how there seem to be things I can’t remember. Ther 
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a song about him I used to hear the children sing— 
how did it go? 


‘This little Boney says he'll come 
At merry Christmas time; 

But that, I say, is all a hum 

Or I no more will rhyme.’ 


“Now why do I remember that? Where was he com- 
ing and why?” 

“Pye no idea!” Rêve replied. “Its a silly verse any- 
way.” 

She moved restlessly across the room as she spoke ` 
and picked up her guitar and struck a chord, hoping 
Armand’s attention would be distracted by her action. 
She dared not whisper the truth, dared not say: 

“Napoleon is the man you have doubtless come from 
England to see. He is the man who threatened to invade 
your country and the verse you repeated referred to 
that. He failed in that project, but he means to conquer 
Britain. 

“He is your deadly enemy, the man of whom the 
whole world is afraid. Watch him, for if he learns who 
you are, he will not hesitate to destroy you. And yet 
you must have known the risk when you crossed the 
Channel which divides our two countries.” 

How could she say that to Armand when he looked 
so pale and weak with dark lines under his eyes and 
his head still swathed in bandages? No, she dared not 
say it. And yet who knew what tonight might bring 
forth, what drama might not be enacted here in the 
Château? 

At a sudden clatter of hoofs outside, Rêve went to a 
side window from which she could overlook the court- 
yard. Soldiers in the uniform of the Royal Guard were 
riding up to the front door. 

Behind them came officers in blue embroidered with 
gold, their scarlet cuffs and scarlet collars vivid splashes 
of colour, and riding behind them was a small man 
inconspicuously dressed in dark blue, a black unlaced 
hat pulled low over his forehead, his face unsmiling, 
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expressionless as if he did not hear the ringing cheers 
and cries of elation which had followed him all the 
way from St. Benis up the long drive to the Château. 

The guards were dismounting. Rêve turned from the 
window and very slowly descended the staircase. 

She was waiting in the Great Hall as two officers 
came marching in, bowed to her, and turning smartly, 
stood aside for the entry of the Emperor. 

He walked quickly with an air of impatience, and 
Réve rising from a deep curtsy, met his eyes for the 
second time in her life and knew that, whatever his 
enemies might say of him, Napoleon Bonaparte was a 
great man. , 

One had only to look into his face to forget how 
short he was; one had only to see that high peaked 
nose, cropped hair and intent, searching eyes to 
understand how the force that had galvanised France 
into action had emanated from this plainly dressed, © 
unpretentious little Corsican. 

“May I welcome you to Valmont, Sire?” Rêve said. 

“I am glad to be here,” Napoleon replied. “I have 
heard a lot about the beauties of your Château. They- 
are not exaggerated.” 

He spoke in a quick, staccato manner, and then 
glanced about him as Rêve led the way to the Silver 
Salon. There was wine waiting for him, but Napoleon 
waved old Jacques aside with an imperious hand. 7 

“I am not thirsty,” he said. | 

He strode to the window and looked out on to the 
lake. d 
“A fine place,” he said. “Very fine indeed. Lä n 
taking it from you. I need it for one of my Generals. 

“Taking it from me, Sire?” aa 

Réve hardly recognised her own voice, and she fel 
herself shake all over with the sudden shock. ™ 

“Yes! You will be paid, of course,” he said te 
as if the details were of no consequence, a 

Then turning he saw her face. “It upsets your 
asked. “But why? You would not be able to live he 
for you are to be married.” a 
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Réve’s hand crept to her throat as if she felt she 
was being strangled. 

“But, Sire———” she began. 

“Giles de Durieux is waiting for you,” the Emperor 
said. “Indeed he is getting impatient. I have promised 
him that your marriage shall be expedited as soon as 
possible. I am on my way to Fontainebleau. You must 
come there with me, you and your half-brother, who 
I understand is to arrange the marriage. Durieux is an 
old friend of mine and I would not see him disconsolate. 
I assure you that you will find him charming—yes, 
charming.” 

“But, Sire, I do not wish to be married. My brother 
is ill. He could not leave here as yet.” 

“Yes, yes, I understand that he was wounded by an 
assailant who was seeking my life rather than his. It 
was very creditable of him to discover the plot and he 
shall not go unrewarded. What is more, he shall see my 
own doctor. If Corvisart cannot put him right, nobody 
can. 
“Tt will all be arranged at Fontainebleau. You must 
pack your prettiest gowns, Comtesse, for you will find 
many rivals to your beauty at my Palace.” 

It seemed to Réve that there was nothing she could 
say. She felt the room swim before her eyes and won- 
dered for a moment if she might faint, then knew with a 
desperation born of despair that she must do what was 
required of her and that this was not the moment to 
try to escape from the toils of a net which was closing 
around her with a relentlessness terrifying beyond words. 

The Emperor asked to see the rest of the Château 
and she escorted him through the State rooms. He 
approved of the furnishings and the pictures. He liked 
everything, in fact, and appeared to be entirely obliv- 
on of her feelings, for he said not once but many 

es: 

“This will do for Junot. He has done well for me and 
I am pleased with him. He will like this place, for he is 
fond of the country.” 


“So am I, Sire,” Rêve said pathetically, but he seemed 
not to have heard her. 
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It was only when they returned again to the Silver 
Salon that she summoned up enough courage to say im 
a voice which was unsteady through sheer nervous- 
ness: 

“I have no desire to be married, Sire. Could not the 
Count de Durieux be persuaded to look elsewhere, or 
at least to have the arrangements postponed for another 
year or so?” 

For the first time Napoleon’s searching eyes seemed 
to see her as an individual, and he scrutinised her so 
intently that she felt as if he searched out the very 
secrets of her soul . 

“You have no wish to be married,” he said. “But 
why? All young women should be married and in your 
particular position it is a necessity. Besides, the Count 
‘de Durieux is a wealthy, distinguished man. Have you 
seen him?” | 

“No, I know nothing about the Count,” Rêve replied. 

“Ah, when you have seen him you will ask me no 
longer to postpone the ceremony but to hurry up the 
formalities. A clever man and one in whom I have 
great trust. You will be happy, my dear. I am assured of 
that, so let us have no more girlish vapourings.” . 

He rose abruptly to his feet as he spoke. 

“We will meet at dinner,” he said. 3 

There was nothing Réve could do but sink into a deep 
curtsy as he went to the suite at the end of the corridor 
which had been reserved for his use. 3 

Alone, she sped like a startled fawn towards Ars 
mand’s bedroom. He was sitting in a chair as she en 
tered and she saw that his face was drawn and grey. 
She guessed it was from the effort of dressing. 4 

He was wearing knee breeches of white satin and 
coat of blue velvet which Rêve remembered seeing An- 
toinette unpack from the luggage that de Frémond hac 
brought from Amsterdam. She had been afraid eve 
since this morning, when Armand had said he wou 
dress to meet the Emperor, that the clothes would n 
fit. B 
It would be one more thing which might throw s 
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picion upon Armand in the role he had assumed so 
easily and without question. 

She had thought, but had been by no means certain 
that the coats looked about the right size, but for all 
she knew the breeches might be impossible. Yet Ar- 
mand was wearing them, and she felt a wave of relief 
sweep over her. 

“Oh, you are dressed,” she exclaimed. | 

He looked up with a frown between his eyes. 

“Yes, I am dressed,” he said grumpily, “and curst 
difficult it was too, This blasted head of mine makes me 
reel about as if I were a seasick sailor. Damn it all, the 
valets had to hold me up as if I were a baby, and drop 
me into my clothes.” 

“But you got them on,” Réve said unnecessarily. 

“Yes, and confoundedly uncomfortable they are too.” 
Armand replied. “I thought one was supposed to lose 
weight in bed, but this coat cuts me under the arms and 
it is too narrow across the back. Who is my tailor? I 
shall tell the fool what I think of him.” 

“You bought your clothes in Poland,” Réve replied, 
“but you will be able to order more when we go to 
Paris. The Emperor wishes us to go immediately to 
Fontainebleau.” 

“Fontainebleau! That sounds interesting.” 

“Perhaps it will be for you, but he desires the ar- 
rangements to be made immediately for my marriage.” 

Her eyes searched Armand’s face as she spoke. Sure- 
ly, surely he would show some sign that he minded this 
if nothing else; but his expression did not change. 

“I wish to God I didn’t feel such a fool being as 
weak as a kitten and hardly able to stand on my own 
two feet. Pour me out a brandy, there’s a good girl. It 
is in that decanter on the far table.” 

Réve hurried to do his bidding. She saw that there 
was blueness round his mouth and guessed that he 
was feeling faint. She was certain that the exertion of 
getting out of bed had been too much for him, but he 
had insisted on rising, and had she not sent two foot- 
men to assist him, she knew that he would have | 
attempted it alone, 
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She poured him the brandy, which he sipped and 
after a moment the strained look vanished from his 
face. 
“That is better,” he said at length. “Now tell me 
what you were saying again. It sounded as if you were 
talking through a thick fog about ten miles away.” 

“J was telling you that the Emperor wishes us to go 
to Fontainebleau, that my marriage is to take place 
with the Count Giles de Durieux as quickly as possible, 
and that you are to arrange it. And oh, Armand, the 
Emperor is taking Valmont from me.” 

“The devil he is!” Armand exclaimed. “But why?” 

“He wants to give it to one of his Generals. He is 
rewarding them all with titles and vast estates, but I 
had never believed that, having given me back Valmont, 
he would take it away again.” 

Réve’s voice broke and there were tears in her eyes, 

“But you won't be able to live here if you are mar- 
ried,” Armand said. 

Rêve stamped her foot in a sudden burst of anger. 

«You are as bad as the Emperor,” she said. “Why 
cannot I live here? I have no intention of being wed to 
the Count de Durieux. Not all the Emperors in the 
world will make me marry him.” | 

Armand looked up at her in surprise. Her outburst 
had come in the very moment he was sipping ris 
brandy, and now he looked at her over the rim of his 
glass. It was a long second before he spoke. f 

“You are very pretty when you are angry,” he saic 
at length, “I had not realised until now how p otty 
you are. I have been thinking you were someone V or 
kind, someone who was nursing me back to health. You 
might have been a nun, for I had forgotten you © 
a woman. 

“But now I see you are very much a woman; and 
-you don’t want to marry this man, I see no reason” vh) 
you should. I will tell the Emperor. I will say hat v 
have decided not to go through with the arrangemen 
You can leave it all to me.” 2 

Now Réve’s anger had all gone. With a sound t 
was half a sob she turned towards Armand, and ¢ 
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denly knelt down at his feet, her arms resting on his 
knees. 

“No, Armand you cannot do that,” she said. “We 
dare not offend the Emperor. It would be dangerous, 
very dangerous for you to cross him in any way, so say 
nothing which will displease His Majesty. You must 
promise me, here and now, Armand, that you will agree 
to anything he suggests.” 

Armand set down his glass of brandy on the table 
beside him. 

“Why should I?” he asked. “I am not afraid of 
Napoleon Bonaparte. After all, who is he? A littlk———” 

Réve put up her fingers and laid them against his lips. 

“Anyone might overhear what you are saying,” 
she said. “You do not understand, but I beg you to 
do what I wish. We will go to Fontainebleau together 
as the Emperor desires and you may make arrange- 
ments for my marriage. I will agree to that, I will agree 
to anything, so long as you are careful. Promise 
me you will say nothing which might be misconstrued 
or held against you.” 

“Curse it, why are you so frightened?” Armand 
asked. “You are trembling, Réve, what has upset you? 
Come, I want the truth.” 

“It is nothing, nothing,” Rêve cried. “If I am trem- 
bling, it is because it has been rather an ordeal meeting 
the Emperor by myself and to be told that he wants 
Valmont for someone else!” i 

She paused for a moment, and then continued: 

“But of course he is right, I will not be living here, I 
shall be married. I am just making a fuss about nothing. 
Oh, Armand, promise me that you will agree to what- 
ever the Emperor says.” 

“You are upsetting yourself needlessly,” Armand 
said. “Nappy cannot be such a bogy as all that. If the 
fellow has got to come in here ordering us about, I 
may as well feel strong enough to tackle him.” 

“Oh, Armand, Armand,” Rêve cried in a kind of 
fever. “You must not speak about the Emperor like 
that. You must be respectful, you must be humble, 
Everyone says the same. He has to have exactly what he 
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wants or he makes like unbearable for those who offend 
him.” 

“Blister it, I can promise you that I am not afraid 
of him,” Armand said, when suddenly a voice from the 
door said, making them both j jump: 

“And of whom are you not afraid?” 

Armand and Réve got to their feet, Réve to stand 
white-faced and trembling, while Armand seemed com- 
pletely composed, a faint smile on his lips as he bowed. 

“Your servant, Sire.’ 

The Emperor shut the door behind him and came 
farther into the room. 

“T am glad to see that you have left your bed of 
sickness, Monsieur le Marquis; but tell me, for I am cu- 
rious, of whom were you speaking when I entered the 
room?” 

“You, Sire, Armand answered quietly. 

Réve gave a little exclamation, but Napoleons eyes 
were on Armand. He advanced until they were close 
together and he was forced to look up at Armand be 
cause of his height. 

“Sit down,” he said. “You are obviously not well 
enough to stand. The wound in the head has 
healed?” { 

“Yes, Sire, it is very much better. I am suffering only - 
from weakness at being kept in bed and fed with gruel 
and pap by a lot of fussy women.” 

A faint smile touched the Emperor’s lips, With ¢ 
gesture of his hand he indicated the chair which Ar 
mand had vacated and seated himself in another high- 
backed one in the room. Réve sank on to the sofa, her | 
fingers clasped together, her eyes very dark in a wi $ 
face, roving from one man to the other. 

“And now,” the Emperor said, “tell me, young mi 
why you are not afraid of me?” 

“I have made it a practice, Sire, never to be 2 
of anything which I have not seen or actuali 
countered.” 

“A good principle,” the Emperor said, “and ol 
which I hope will not be adopted by my enemies. I ha 
been making inquiries about you, Marquis, and fi 
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that you are one of our subjects whom we could ill 
afford to have living in other lands. You are a linguist, I 
believe. You have also travelled a great deal, having an 
intimate knowledge of England amongst other places.” 

Réve felt her heart beat so loudly that she wondered 
that the two men had not heard it. Where, she won- 
dered, could the Emperor have got his information? 

She knew, of course, that he had spies everywhere, 
and for a moment she wondered if by any chance he 
was playing with them, whether he had discovered that 
the real Marquis d’Augeron had been killed in Amster- 
dam, and if he were merely inciting Armand further to 
incriminate himself before he denounced him for the 
imposter that he was. 

In terror she watched Armand, sitting perfectly at 
his ease, knit his brow for a moment and then say: 

“You have doubtless been told, Sire, of the tiresome 
disability this recent wound has inflicted upon me. My 
memory is so bad that at times I wonder if I am in- 


deed myself. You speak to me of England, yet all that 


I can recall is that it is a pleasant country, with great 
trees and green parks, and that there was excellent 
trout fishing in one place I must have visited and yet 
I cannot remember where.” 

“You will able to visit England again, Marquis, when 
I have brought her to her knees in defeat,” Napoleon 
said grimly, and for a moment his mouth was set tightly. 

“If England is defeated,” Armand said with a ques- 
tion in his voice, “it will not be on her knees. She will 
die as a good soldier should—standing up.” 

For a moment Réve closed her eyes. This was the 
end. This was the moment when Armand betrayed 
himself. She was past praying, past doing anything. She 
could only suffer with a physical agony as he signed his 
own death warrant. 

To her astonishment she heard the Emperor laugh. 
She could hardly believe it was true, could hardly be- 
lieve that she had heard aright. She opened her eyes. 
Yes, he was laughing, actually laughing. 

“That is good, Marquis, very good indeed,” he ex- 
claimed. “I must remember that. All good eee 
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should die standing up. Yes, that may well serve as a 
message to my victorous armies.” i 

He glanced at the clock on the mantelpiece and rose. 

“Dinner should be ready,” he said. “May I offer you 
my arm, Comtesse, to the dining hall? As for you, 
Marquis, we shall meet at Fontainebleau. You will bring 
your sister to the Palace, and when you are well enough 
to decide her future, I would like to talk to you about 
your own. I have always a place around me for young 
men with ideas and with courage.” 

Armand rose to his feet; but before he could speak, 
the Emperor had offered his arm with. a flourish to 
Réve. Side by side they left the room and the door 
closed behind them. 

For a long moment Armand stood staring after them; 
then as he sank back in the chair, he put his fingers to 
his head and said aloud: 

“Now why did I say that? Why did I feel so strongly 
that I must say that about England?” 
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Imogéne de Monestier stepped from her green marble 
bath and stood regarding her naked body in an oval 
mirror surrounded by plump cupids. 

There was every justification for the satisfaction in 
her eyes. Her body was perfect, high-breasted, narrow- 
hipped and her skin, white and unblemished, had that 
soft flush which is only found in the most perfect 

arls. 

PYes, she was lovely, from the crown of her proud, | 
poised little head to the soles of her pink-toed feet. | 

With a gesture Imogéne indicated that her maid 
might now wrap her in the big, warm, scented bath- 
towel, and when she had seated herself on a low, gilt- 
framed chair which matched the gilt-covered walls of 
her bathroom, a second maid hurried forward to wipe 
her feet; while yet another stood by with a tray on 
which were powders, perfumes and lotions of every 
possible description. 

There were many people who criticised and derided 
Imogéne de Monesteir’s extravagant way of living. 
But Imogéne herself had long ceased to pay the slightest 
attention to what her critics said of her. 

She had flouted convention since, as a very young 
girl, she had run away from the convent in which her 
parents had left her to be educated and found her way 
to Paris, riding pillion on the pack-horse of a handsome 
pedlar. 

It was the first of her escapades, but by no means the 
last. Exquisitely beautiful, clever and hard-hearted as 
the most determined adventurer, she succeeded in en- 
joying life simply because she was utterly and complete- 
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ly indifferent to everything save her own inclinations and 
unbridled physical desires. 

Affection and tenderness were words which had little 
place in Imogéne’s vocabulary. She had no affinity for 
anything that was soft, gentle or gracious in life. Wom- 
en as a whole bored her except that like all persons 
of her type she would occasionally envelop one of her 
sex in an emotional, possessive friendship. 

But, having elevated the favoured woman to a place 
of importance in the social sphere, she would drop her 
equally as quickly and with an absolute disregard for 
hurt feelings, injured pride or loss of kudos. 

It was men round whom Imogéne’s life was centred, 
men who found her beauty irresistible and who be- 
came—far too easily—her adoring slaves until she tired 
of them. 

Then she would discard a lover without a second 
thought and with no consideration of the misery and 
heart-break she caused in the process, s 

The trouble was that Imogène had so many assets | 
with which to dazzle and fascinate the world. To begin 
with, she had been born into one of the most distin- 
guished and blue-blooded of the Bourbon families. 

She had, it is true, flouted their consideration and © 
their recognition, and had betrayed her own class by - 
marrying one of Napoleon’s upstart Generals. But 
this could not erase the fact that she was herself an 
aristocrat without question. She was also clever, witty 
and extremely talented. f 

All this might have been forgiven her had she not 
been so beautiful. It was impossible to ignore her 
loveliness when she entered a room with an inborn 
dignity and grace which further enhanced her exquisite 
features and sculptured body. 

There were enough beautiful women in Paris and i 
Fontainebleau for her to have her rivals, and yet in the 
whole of the Emperor’s entourage there was no one 
with quite Imogéne’s quality of both beauty am 
breeding. i E 

Her enemies were legion. Her own people of t 
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ancien régime—the aristocratic Bourbons—hated her 
for having, in their opinion, gone over to the enemy. 

The new society, the recently created nobility, were 
uncomfortable and ill at ease in Imogéne’s presence, 
fancying that she laughed at them—which she did— 
and feeling that their naturally gauche vulgarity was 
accentuated by the contrast with Imogéne’s impeccable 
taste and a culture which came from a centuries-old 
line of ancestors. 

Yet no feeling of animosity, jealousy or hatred could 
isolate Imogéne or make her anything but a courted 
woman where men were concerned. 

Her beauty, her wit, and, what was more, the position 
she held in the Imperial Court were enough to turn the 
head of the most practical and experienced courtier; 
and the men in Napoleon’s palaces were often neither. 

The recently created Duke de Monestier, who was 
one of Napoleon’s favourite Generals, was a large, ugly 
man whose father had been a well-to-do corn-chandler 
at Amiens. Fabien de Monestier had, however, no in- 
clination to follow in his father’s footsteps. 

He was a born soldier; from the time that he could 
first think or talk, his thoughts had been concentrated 
on soldiers and armies, on fights and battles. He actually 
enjoyed the most brutal and bloodiest attacks by his 
enemies. 

His courage in battle was fabulous, and his men, 
who idolised him, recounted his deeds of valour with 
a pride which left him glowing with a warm satisfaction 
and pleased him more than all the decorations with 
which Napoleon loaded him. 

But his triumphs seemed unimportant and his vic- 
tories but ineffectual skirmishes under the cold eye of 
his wife. Blunt, insensitive and stupid where women 
were concerned, Fabien de Monestier could never un- 
derstand why the most beautiful woman in France had 
condescended to marry him. 

He had become her lover after a very short acquain- 
tance; but that, as he well knew, was nothing extraor- 
dinary where Imogène was concerned; he had merely 
143 





followed where many had trodden before him, and he 
was now supplanted by many others. 

He felt murderously jealous when he thought of it 
and yet he had learned by bitter experience that his 
rage and passionate accusations evoked nothing from 
Imogéne but a smile and the question whether he would 
prefer her to leave him once and for all. 

Angry or jealous as he might be, he knew that his 
life would be insufferable without her. 

Unversed as he was in the ways of women, Imogéne 
had him completely in her power, and the man who 
made foreign armies shake at the mention of his name 
must, in his turn, tremble and sweat because a woman’s 
eyes rested on him in quiet irony. 

“I shall kill you one day,” he had told Imogéne more 
than once. 

Yet when she flung back her lovely head and asked 
in a tone of utter sweetness 

“Why not now?” . | 

He had known that his big hands would never en- 
circle her white neck except with the passion of a lover 
and that merely to touch her was to turn his strength 
into a hungry weakness which made him remember 
only that she was the most desirable woman he had 
ever known—and his wife. ` 

Paris had never ceased to marvel at Imogène’s mar- 
riage, and when, as time went on, it was not dissolved, 
they still continued to talk and speculate as to what 
the eventual outcome would be. a 

Imogéne’s behaviour during her husband’s long ab- 
sences on the battlefield provided an unending source 
for scandal and gossip, and yet she sailed serenely 
through their midst, taking lover after lover, causing 
heart-break and misery, preventing marriages am 
destroying those that had already been made, withow 
apparently any just retribution overtaking her. 

“If only she could be unhappy just for once,” Na 
poleon’s youngest sister, the Princess Pauline Borghest 
had been heard to say. 5 

She herself was as beautiful as a Greek godde 
and usually as naked, but her charms paled as t 
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moon before the sun when Imogéne was around, and she 
hated the Duchess with a ferocity which appeared only 
to amuse Imogéne when she was told of it. 

Nothing was too extravagant, nothing was too exotic 
or luxurious as a background for Imogéne’s beauty. Fa- 
bien de Monestier would receive urgent messages on the 
very eve of a battle or even on the battlefield itself to 
send his wife more money, more jewels, more loot 
from the countries he was conquering in Napoleon’s 
name. 

At first he was appalled by his wife’s demands, but 
when she had threatened him, quietly and effectively, 
that if he did not obey her she would leave him, he 
capitulated. 

Every week he sent messengers to Paris with sealed 
packages or dispatched conveyances with heavy loads 
of pictures, furniture, tapestries and sculptures from 
the cities he conquered. 

The Emperor’s countenance of such flagrant behav- 
jour was explained, according to local gossips, by the 
fact that he himself was enamoured by Imogene. 
This was actually untrue. Napoleon had never been 
Imogéne’s lover; and as it happened, her beauty left 
him unmoved. 

But there was something which drew them together, 
some point of contact in that they were both equally 
hard-headed, both exorbitantly ambitious, both when 
the occasion arose utterly and completely ruthless. 

There was also, as far as the Emperor was con- 
cerned, some satisfaction in having at his court as the 
wife of one of his most distinguished generals a woman 
who by right of birth should have taken her place 
amongst those who were working against him. 

He found Imogéne useful in that she had a personal 
knowledge of those who were being most formidable 
and aggressive among the ancien régime. 

“Tell me about this person,” he would say to her, 
naming a Duke who was known to be the centre of some 
infamous intrigue against him. 

“Oh, that is cousin Gérard,” Imogéne would explain 
with a lilting laugh. “You need not be frightened of 
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him. He has a passion for the ‘macabre’, but his life 
is a model of good works. He is the usual example of 
frustrated sex which expends itself in ineffective in- 
trigue. Throw that report you have about him from 
Fouché into the wastepaper basket.” 

Fouché, a little foxy man with a small dark face and 
slit eyes, was Napoleon’s Minister of the Interior and 
Head of the Police. 

He was another of Imogéne’s enemies because she so 
often mocked at him; and yet, try as he would, he could 
find nothing which would destroy Napoleon’s interest 
in her. , 

His spies watched her for months on end, but they 
discovered nothing except a succession of infidelities 
which Imogéne made no effort to conceal. And he 
blushed with anger when Imogéne at a State Ball asked 
him in front of everyone if he intended adding his own 
name to the list of lovers which he was compiling so 
arduously. 

Napoleon’s laugh had made the insult almost un- — 
bearable. Fouché’s spies were traditionally so well 
taught that it was a generally accepted idea that people 
had no idea they were being spied on until it was too 
late to do anything about it. 

“I have no secrets, Monsieur Fouché.” Imogène con- 
tinued, “but if you do not believe me, I will give you a 
seat behind a curtain in my bedroom. What you would 
hear would certainly be educative, but not informative.’ 

Fouché left her alone after that—an ominous gesture 
everyone said; but Imogéne was supremely unafraid, 
She was in fact afraid of nothing save perhaps of old 
age and the gradual destruction of her beauty. y 

But that was a long way off, she decided as, dried 
and powdered, she stood once more naked before the 
looking-glass while her maid held ready a soft trans 
parent chemise of Indian muslin. d 

A few minutes later, wearing a peignoir of white 
velvet trimmed with priceless lace from a conquere 
royalty, Imogéne moved from her bathroom into he 
bedroom where several people were waiting to talk | 
her, | wl 
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She dismissed two of them with a wave of her hand, 
but told the third to stay. 

Count Metternich, the Austrian Ambassador, did not 
seem surprised at the favour. Tall and slender, with a 
supercilious smile upon his lips, he was one of the 
most interesting men in Paris and undoubtedly the most 
sought-after by the fair sex. 

He and Imogéne had been lovers a long time ago, but 
now they had other uses for each other. The Ambas- 
sador’s letters to his own country were invariably full 
of information which he had culled from Imogéne’s 
more intimate knowledge of personalities and events at 
Court. 

“You got my message, Clemens?” Imogéne asked the 

unt. 

He kissed her hand and murmured some extravagant 
compliments with his lips while his eyes rested on her 
lovely face without emotion. 

“Yes, I received it,” Count Metternich replied, “but 
I have no information regarding the young man in ques- 
tion.” 

“But Fouché says he is quite certain that he was in 
Austria three of four years ago.” 

“He may have been,” Count Metternich replied, “but 
I was not there myself. Yet now you speak of it, I do 
remember the name. Wait a minute, something comes 
back to me, something connected with my own family.” 

“Yes, yes, tell me,” Imogéne said impatiently. 

“It had to do with my cousin, Camille. A pretty girl, 
whose father owns one of the big estates north of Vien- 
na—Yes, I remember now. There was a scandal—not 
a big one, for it was hushed up. What was it now?... 
She was in love with some young man who seduced her 
but did not propose marriage. Yes, that was it. The 
whole story returns to me now.” 

“And his name?” Imogéne said breathlessly. 

“His name,” Count Metternich repeated. “Yes, I am 
certain almost completely certain, that it was Armand 
d’Augeron. But I will find out more for you. I will 
write today at once, to a member of my family, Ca- 
mille’s grandmother, who is at this moment living at 
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Chantilly, She will tell me all I wish to know, all you 
wish to hear about this young man. But tell me why he 
interests you so greatly?” 

“Need you ask that question?” Imogéne inquired. 

“He is good-looking, I admit it,” the Count answered, 
“but hardly, I should have thought, your type.” 

“Have I a type?” Imogéne inquired. 

“Every woman—every man for that matter—has in 
their mind’s eye a certain ideal in the opposite sex, and 
those to whom they give their love, even as a passing 
amusement, must always have some of this ideal re- 
flected within them.” | 4 

“And what is my ideal?” Imogéne said mockingly. 
“Fabien—or you?” | 

“Neither!” Count Metternich replied, “and yet in a 
way there is some resemblance between us. We are both 
honest men who make no secret of our desires and we 
want what we desire with a fervour which comes from 
an undivided concentration.” 

Imogéne flung back her head and laughed. As she did 
so her robe flew open to her waist revealing the lovely — 
curves of her breasts. } 

“Oh, but that is too amusing!” she said. “That you 
should imagine yourself undivided, you, the master of 
intrigue!” $ 

“I was speaking of myself as a man, not as a diplo- 
mat,” the Count said. a 

“And both are combined to make—Clemens?” Imo- 
gene inquired. “No, no, my friend, you and Fabien have 
nothing in common, and neither of you in the slightest 
resembles Armand d’Augeron.” 

“You have still not answered my question,” the Cou 
said. “Why are you so interested in him?” 4 

Imogéne made a little grimace in the mirror, yet man: 
aged to make it charming, and said with a smile: | 

“Perhaps because he is not interested in me.” 

“That cannot be true,” the Count said. 

“I assure you it is indeed a fact,” Imogéne said. ” 
have smiled at him, I have even—if we must pul 
vulgarly—exerted my wiles, and he remains utterly 
moved.” i 
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“He cannot then be right in the head.” 

“That is a fact, for his wound is a fresh one,” Imo- 
gène said, “but I would not have thought it would have 
affected his virility. His sister is obviously hostile to me, 
but that is to be expected for women seldom find me 
compatible.” 

It was the Count’s turn to laugh. 

“Imogène, you are incorrigible. Leave the young man 
alone. If he has been ill, he obviously finds the pomposi- 
ties of the palace overwhelmingly tedious and is doubt- 
less itching to return to the rustication of his estates in 
Poland.” 

“I refuse to believe it,” Imogène said. “But all the 
same I would know more about him. You will see to 
it?” 

“I shall do, of course, whatever you command me,” 
the Count said. “The details of my cousin’s seduction 
shall be yours as quickly as it is possible for a mes- 
senger to ride to Chantilly and bring an answer to my 
inquiries, though what good the information will do you 
I cannot pretend to imagine.” 

“You were never very imaginative, my dear Clemens, ` 
except in moments of great ardency,” Imogéne said 
complacently. “I remember one occasion = 

The Count held up his hand to stop her. 

“Spare my blushes,” he said. “Besides, I must go. I 
have to call on the Grand Duchess of Cleve and Berg.” 

“Caroline Murat? Imogéne said, “And how is our 
Emperor’s sister at the moment? Heavens, but that 
woman has love affairs with the ponderous solemnity 
of an elephant about to give birth.” 

Count Metternich frowned. 

“It would be wise to guard your tongue where the 
Grand Duchess is concerned, She is dangerous and she 
is no friend of yours.” 

“I should be astounded if she expressed any other 
emotion where I am concerned,” Imogéne said lightly. 
“Tell her you have called on me first, it will annoy her.” 

g ae ~ sorte of the sort,” Count Metternich 
replied, and raised Imogéne fingers to his lips, 
kissed them, e e a” 
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“As you go,” Imogéne said, “tell them I will see no 
further callers this morning. I have a slight headache.” 

“But surely that is extremely unkind to young Jules 
de Méry? He has been waiting, I understand, for near- 
ly three hours. The boy suffers, Imogene, and one has 
only to watch him as you enter a room to see a soul in 
torture.” 

“Do not speak of him,” Imogéne said with a little 
shudder, “He bores me—bores me to distraction. I have 
told him not to come here, but he is fool enough to 
disobey my orders.” ; 

“And yet you loved him long enough. to devour him 
body and soul, as you have devoured so many,” the 
Count said. 

Imogène’s laugh rang out, spontaneous and lovely. 

“Loved him! My dear, how stupid you are! Have you 
not realised by now that I have never loved anyone, 
except of course myself?” 

“I am a great admirer of the truth,” Count Metter- 
nich said, “but sometimes it appals me.” 

He kissed Imogène’s hand again and turned towards 
the door. She watched him go, and then turned bac ' 
to the dressing-table, a smile on her lips, her eyes spar- 
kling as if with hidden laughter. 

How pompous Clemens was getting, she thought; and 
yet in some ways she was fond of him. It was ru 
moured that he was secretly the lover of the lovely 
Duchess d’Abrantes, but one never knew with Clem- 
ens. He was too polished, too suave ever to betray him= 
self where a woman or anything else was concerned. 

Imogéne stretched her hands above her head, yawned, 
and saw her reflection in the mirror. The robe had falle 
open once again. Her breasts were caught against th 
transparent lace of her chemise and she thought it 
pity that so much liveliness should go unseen. 5 

It was still early and she had no appointments unt 



















the afternoon. Imogéne yawned again and touched t 

gilt bell which stood on her dressing-table. Almost 

stantly her maid was by her side. 9 
“Tell Comte Jules de Méry that I will receive hii 
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Imogène said, “and see that we are not disturbed until 
I ring for you.” 

She glanced into the mirror as she spoke, but this 
time she saw not her own face but that of a young 
man with bored, grey eyes and a dark head swathed in 
bandages. 


No one would have accused Armand of looking bored 
at that particular moment. He was sitting on a sofa in 
the window of Rêve’s apartment and listening to the 
gossip she had been told the night before. 

“They say that Comte Louis de Narbonne is ru- 
moured to have been Marie Antoinette’s last lover. Do 
you think it is true?” 

“Why not ask him?” Armand replied. 

“Now you are ridiculous!” Rêve retorted. “I am only 
telling you what the Princess Pauline told me. There 
was no one about whom she had not got some fantastic 
anecdote, but at the same time she was very gracious 
and kind to me and I felt honoured that she should 
single me out.” l 

“I cannot quite see why,” Armand replied. “She 
may be the Emperor’s sister, but his family owe their 
position entirely to him. The airs and graces they give 
themselves are amusing if one considers whò they were 
and where they were brought up.” 

“You are as bad as my Great Aunt,” Rêve expostu- 
lated. “Do you remember . . . ?” 

She stopped suddenly. Armand would not remember 
meeting the old Duchess. As the Marquis d’Augeron he 
was supposed never to have seen her. To cover her 
lapse she said quickly: 

“Oh, but I forgot. What did the Emperor want to 
see you about last night?” 

“He asked me if, when I am well, I will become 
one of his personal Aides-de-camp,” Armand replied. 

Réve jumped up in sheer astonishment from the chair 
in which she had been sitting. 

“Armand! And you never told me.” 
“T am telling you now.” 
“But what are you going to do?” 
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“Do I have a choice in the matter?” Armand said. 
“J thought those things were an Imperial command, that 
one must obey or die.” 

Réve shuddered suddenly. 

“What did you say?” she asked. 

“J thanked him for the honour,” Armand replied, 
“and said that, as soon as Doctor Corvisart thought me 
- well enough, I would present myself humbly for his 
attention. In the meantime, as I pointed out, I would 
be busy with the arrangements for your marriage.” 

“Did he say anything to that?” Rêve asked. 

“Yes, he reminded me, as we already know, that the 
Count Giles de Durieux arrives here today. He spoke 
of him in the most glowing terms and he himself 
seemed to be very anxious to see him.” | 

“You know why the Emperor is so interested in the 
Count, don’t you, Armand?” 

“No,” Armand replied. “Is there a special reason?” 

“That is another thing the Princess Pauline told me,” 
Réve said in a low voice. “She asked me why I had 
come here. I told her that it was at the Emperor’s in- 
vitation and that my marriage was to be arranged with 
the Count, ‘Oh, but of course, that is my brother’s 
latest and most valued astrologer,’ she said and her 
voice was very scornful.” 

“An astrologer,” Armand said. “That explains it! I 
have always been told that Napoleon never goes into 
battle without first consulting the stars and that he even 
takes his fortune-tellers with him into the thick of the 
fight. I never entirely believed it, but now I am not s¢ 
sure, Also, there is something about the way he speaks 
of the Count which disturbs me. It is almost as if i 
has a veneration for the man.” a 

“And that means that if, having seen the Count, 
refuse to marry him, we shall incur the Emperor’ 
personal anger and animosity.” j 

“Oh, but that is ridiculous,” Armand replied. “Bon 
likes his own way, that is obvious; but surely 
cannot go so far as to insist that a girl he has only sé 
twice in his life must marry a man who dabbles ¥ 
the planets and such nonsense?” l 
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“Some people do not think it nonsense,” Rêve said. 

“Well, if you want to know what I think,” Armand 
replied, “I think the whole thing is a lot of rubbish 
from beginning to end. That Emperor of yours may be 
great in some ways, but he is damned little in others.” 

“Why do you say ‘that Emperor of yours’?” Rêve 
asked. i 
“Did I?” Armand replied. “Oh, I suppose I must 
have meant that you are always supporting him. I am 
afraid, if the truth were known, that my sympathies 
are with the ancien régime—not that I think much of 
the ones I have seen.” 

“The Duchess de Monestier certainly singled you out 
for attention last night,” Réve said with a tiny edge to 
her voice. 

Armand did not answer and after a moment she 
glanced towards him and saw that he was lying with 
his head against a cushion, his eyes closed, a faint smile 
on his lips. 

“Armand, do you think she is very pretty?” Réve 
asked in a very small voice. 

Armand opened his eyes. 

“Who? The Princess Pauline?” 

“No, of course not. You know we are not speaking 
of her but of the Duchess de Monestier.” 

“She is good-looking enough,” Armand replied, “but 
I have seen a lot of women like her in my time. To tell 
the truth, Réve, this place bores me. I have never been 
here before and yet somehow everything about it is 
vaguely familiar. The ceremony, the people, the way 
they talk, the things they say, their laughter, even the 
movement of their hands—it makes me yawn. Let us : 
go back to Valmont.” | 

Réve felt her heart beat and her face was alight; 
then suddenly like a cloud passing across the sun, the 
et faded and a look almost of despair came into her 

ace, 

“You forget,” she said, “that in a few days Valmont 
will no longer be mine.” 

“Yes, I had forgotten that,” Armand agreed, “but 
the Emperor had promised to pay you well for it.” 


153 





“A marriage dowry for his pet astrologer,” Réve said 
bitterly. 

At her tone Armand sat up suddenly on the sofa 
and put out his hand. 

“Listen, Réve,” he said. “If this marriage is going to 
make you unhappy I swear I will prevent it. We will 
avoid it somehow, whether the Emperor likes it or not. 
Yet the other night when we talked about it you were 
so insistent that I should say nothing, that I must agree 
with Nappy’s notion to put a ring on your finger.” 

“Yes, I know.” 

Réve got to her feet and walked to the window, her 
back towards Armand, to stand looking out on to the 
fountains and gardens, 

Should she tell him now or wait a little longer? It 
was too soon for him to travel. Dr. Corvisart had said 
that he must take life as easily as possible for another 
week or so. 

“He must convalesce, Mademoiselle,” he said. “No 
dancing, no riding, and above all, no drinking.” 

No riding! The word echoed now in Réve’s mind. If 
Armand was to escape from Fontainebleau, he must 
ride—tride to the coast with perhaps Napoleon’s soldier, 
at his heels, 3 

No, it was too soon. She dared not speak yet. She 
could only pray for time, pray that nothing drastic might 
happen before she could extricate Armand from this 
mess in which they were both so involved. À 

With an effort she turned from the window, striving 
to smile at him as he lay back watching her, ; 

“Let us at least wait until we have seen the Count, 
she said. “He may not be as bad as we anticipate. An 
if he is a good astrologer we might ask him to tell ot 
fortunes, yours and mine. It would be interesting t 
know what is to happen to both of us in the future.” 

As Réve spoke, there came into Armand’s face a pr 
occupied look which was becoming increasingly fami 
iar. 
She knew what it portended, that he was trying t 
remember something which eluded him, trying to rec: 
the past, to still that small nagging voice it nin h 

154 ~ 



















- 








which told him that something lay undone. What it was 
he still had no idea. 

“You must rest this afternoon,” Rêve said. “I have 
promised to go for a drive with the Princess Pauline. 
She is going to show me the strange formation of the 
rocks in the woods around here.” 

“That sounds an innocent and quite unexceptionable 
afternoon’s amusement,” Armand said. “For my own 
part, I shall stay here as you suggest and sleep.” . 

“And when I return—” Réve began. 

She was interrupted by a knock on the door. 

“Come in,” she said, expecting it would be Antoi- 
nette. 

But it was a page who entered. He was wearing the 
peacock green livery with scarlet facings which she knew 
was the private livery of the Duchess de Monestier. 

The page presented his note to Armand with a low 
bow. 

“T will await an answer outside, Monsieur,” he said, 
and backed humbly towards the door. 

Réve watched Armand open the note. He read it 
slowly, his lips curving a little as if what was written 
amused him, but his eyes were cynical. 

Rêve felt an anger rising within her as well as some 
other emotion which she recognised all too easily as a 
bitter jealousy which threatened to consume her to the 
detriment of all caution. 

At last she could stand the silence no longer, 

“What does she want?” she inquired. 

Armand looked up and now his smile had broadened. 

“She invites me, dear sister,” he said, “to drive with 
her in the woods to see the curious formation of the 
rocks round Fontainebleau. Afterwards she suggested 
that I return to her house in the town for a glass of 
wine. An innocent—and let us hope—a harmless way 
of spending the afternoon?” 

“But you will not go?” Rêve asked, her voice almost 
breaking on the words. 

“Why not?” Armand inquired. “It should prove 
amusing, and perhaps, even—instructive. Who knows?” 
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Armand drew back the curtains from the window of his 
bedroom, which overlooked the ornamental lake where 
the carp swam round and round beneath the splashing 
fountains. 

He had dressed early for dinner and the dying sun 
glittered on the elegance of his green satin coat, the 
spotless perfection of his white breeches and the crisp 
folds of his cravat. 

Unlike the majority of other gentlemen who would 
be at the Palace this evening he wore no jewels. It 
had become a conceit with him this past week to dis- 
card the rings, tie-pins, fobs and sparkling buttons which 
were so much in vogue in masculine society. 

He felt, though he could not explain it, a strange fas- 
tidiousness, a desire to simplify everything, not only 
the clothes of the men and women with whom he asso= 
ciated, but the Palace itself with its ornate salons, 
over decorated ceilings, ormolu furnishings, tasselled 
draperies and glittering, gilt-laced flunkeys, J 

Armand told himself now that it was not only hi 
taste which was affronted by such a display of osten- 
tatious embellishments, but something deeper, some 
thing more fundamental. . 

Yet he did not know what, and as he stared out inte 
the gardens he found himself thinking, as he had thoug} 
so frequently of late, that if only his memory woul 
return to him he would find the secret of everything. 

He was immeasurably better in health. The docto 
had decided that the bandages round his head were | 
longer necessary. x 

Now there was nothing left to show of the assar 
that had been made on him save a long red scar 1 
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ning like a ribbon from above his right eyebrow to be 
lost in the thickness of his skilfully arranged hair. 

If outwardly all was well, Armand knew, however, 
that inwardly nothing was changed from what it had 
been when he first came from the oblivion of uncon- 
sciousness to ask: “Where am I?” He still could remem- 
ber nothing. 

His head felt as if it were full of clouds. Sometimes | 
for a moment his memory seemed to pierce through 
them like the sun, and then they would close again to 
dim and overshadow the light. 

The dizzy, overwhelming headaches from which he 
had suffered at the beginning had gone, but still this 
numbness remained, this inability to think or to remem- 
ber what had happened to him in the past. 

Armand remembered at school hearing for the first 
time the famous Greek words: ['yw6t oavrov—know 
thyself. And now he asked himself, Who was he? 
What did he know about himself? What, indeed, did he 
know about anything or anyone with whom he was in 
contact? 

Occasionally he had been surprised at his own 
knowledge, as on the evening before last when he had 
found himself talking fluently to Monsieur Talleyrand, 
the Foreign Minister, of the complicated politics which 
existed between England and Ireland. | 

He had been well launched in the discussion before 
he wondered why he knew so much about them. They 
had gone on to speak of the English desire to colonise, 
of her unfortunate relationship with the States of Amer- 
ica. 

Armand had waxed quite eloquent on the subject 
while Talleyrand had sat back with half-closed eyes, 
his long upper lip tight drawn, his ugly, clawlike hands 
grasping the golden crook of the ebony stick he habit- 
ually carried. 

Suddenly, as he talked. Armand remembered quite 
clearly and unmistakably a conversation in which Tal- 
leyrand’s name had been mentioned. Where it had tak- 
en place or with whom it had been made he could not 
recall, but he could hear a voice saying: 
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“He is pompous, affected, insolent, a shameless liar 
with a face llike a decayed corpse hanging over his 
silk embroidered uniform.” 

His memory had surprised him so much that his elo- _ 
quence had dried up and he found himself stammering 
and faltering, so that Talleyrand had eventually grown 
bored with him and turned away to speak with someone 
more interesting. 

Armand had been awake long into the night wonder- 
ing why he should have remembered such a thing and 
how it could have been said to him of one of Napo- 
leon’s most trusted and distinguished ministers. 

But that was only one of the many problems which 
presented themselves to him. Why did he not remember 
his estates in Poland? Why should the very thought 
of them bring an almost increased blànkness, as if he 
came up against a brick wall? 

The Emperor had told him that he had visited En- 
gland. His memories of that country were returning 
quite clearly. He could remember green parklands, 
stately houses of grey stone circled as by a necklace with — 
their terraces and flower gardens. He could not put a 
name to them, but he could see them quite clearly. 

He could remember a London street which sloped 
downhill to a battlemented Palace outside which there 
were red-coated sentries on guard, He could remember 
the bow window of a famous club—at least he felt 
it must be that, though he could not put a name to 
it. y 

He could also remember driving through the streets n 
a hurry and entering a door on which the number 
“10” was written, but whose house it was or where it 
was situated he had no idea. F. 

Every day it seemed as if scraps of the past returnec 
to him. They came to his mind rather as if they were 
paintings of some particular spot, of some particular 
incident. But they remained immobile, disconnected im 
cidents which apparently had no connection one wit 
the other. | B 

He felt there must be some clue or key to them and 
once he could find it, everything would fall into shi 
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and create a pattern; but for the moment such mem- 
ories were in their isolation completely meaningless. 

And then there was Réve. When he thought of her, 
the expression on his face softened. She was very sweet, 
and yet strangely enough it surprised him to find that 
he had a sister, y 

He had a feeling that in a way she should not be 
there, that her relationship was somehow unnatural, and 
yet of course such imaginings were ridiculous. 

But it was with Rêve most of all that he had that 
haunting sense that there was something that he must 
remember, some action to which he was committed. She 
had only to come into the room for the impression to 
leap instantly to his mind. 

He had only to look at her lovely face and eloquent 
eyes for a sense of urgency to arise within him, a feeling 
that he must force his brain to become his servant 
rather than be mastered by it. 

Sometimes it seemed to Armand as if everything that 
was happening to him was a long way away and that 
he stood watching other people move, walk, eat and 
talk from a great distance. 

He felt himself divorced from them, yet what made 
it so hard was the fact that he could put nothing into 
words. 

The doctors had done their best for him. 

“Talk to me of your early life, Monsieur le Marquis,” 
Dr. Corvisart had said to him surprisingly one day; and 
though he had tried to answer him, there was nothing 
that he could say. 

“Think of your house—your estates—your friends— 
your employees and servants in Poland,” the doctor had 
insisted. “Surely there is one face that you can remem- 
ber?” 

Armand had put his hands to his eyes, 

“All I can see,” he said, “is a splodge on the map. I 
can see myself drawing Poland and colouring it in 
with pale brown paint. A nicely shaped little country, 
I thought xf 

“Yes, yes,” Dr. Corvisart said testily, “but that gets 
us no further. Think of your possessions. Can you not 
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see yourself riding round the estate, doubtless on a fine 
piece of horse-flesh? Can you recall entertaining your 
friends—giving a ball—a dinner party—-sitting in your 
chair at the head of the table———?” 
Armand suddenly felt bored. 
“Tf I could remember any of these things, Doctor, I 
would tell you. As it is, my mind remains a blank.” 
Dr. Corvisart had looked annoyed, then he hastily 
changed exasperation to an expression of false encour- 
agement. : 
“Do not trouble yourself about it, Monsieur. Your 
memory will return at any time now. Perhaps tonight, 
perhaps tomorrow! You have but to touch the right 
spring and, hey presto! everything will fall into place.” 
“I hope you are right, Doctor,” Armand said a little - 
skeptically, and decided there and then not to call in the 
doctor again. | 
There was nothing wrong with him now, nothing save 
that he remained a spectator on the outskirts of life. It 
was at night that things were worse, when he was un- 
able to sleep. He would walk up and down his bed- 
room, trying to bring his memory to life and failing 
dismally until, tired out, in the early hours of the morn- 
ing he would fling himself down on the bed as petu- 
lantly as if he were a child refused some special treat 
that he most especially desired. 
It would all come back to him in time, everyone 
told him. He could be certain of that. And yet could he 
be certain of anything? Know thyself! = 
If only he could say that in all truth, if only he coule 
know just a little bit of what had happened to him be- 
fore he awoke in a bed hung with oyster satin curtains 
to see Réve’s face close to his, her eyes dark with anx 
iety. 1 
As he thought of Rêve, Armand frowned and turned 
from the window to walk across the room as if in pet 
turbation. She worried him. He was certain that she di 
not wish to marry Comte Giles de Durieux, certain the 
she shrank from the man, and yet he could not g 
to say so. 
The arrangements for the wedding were being mat 
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and the advocates of both parties had been in con- 
ference together. 

Armand was certain that Rêve was keeping something 
from him, something he did not know, something she 
did not intend him to know, but which he instinctively 
realised lay beneath a deliberate reserve. 

It was a secret she carried about with her, and noth- 
ing which he could say or do would persuade her to re- 
veal it. - 

Once or twice he had felt that she was about to con- 
fide in him. The words had seemed to tremble on her 
lips, and then as he had waited she had withdrawn into 
silence or changed the conversation to something quite 
different. i 

He had known that the moment in which she might 
have confided in him had passed and that he could not 
force her confidence. 

If Rêve would only be frank, he thought, and tell him 
once and for all that she did not wish to marry the 
Count, he would prevent the marriage even if the Em- 
peror himself commanded it. 

But Rêve would say nothing save that she was willing 
for the plans for the ceremony to go forward, and 
though Armand was sure that she was hiding something 
from him, he could not discover the truth. 

He himself could not formulate a definite opinion 
about the Count. He had been with Rêve in the sitting- 
room in her apartment when the Count was announced, 
and he had known, as she moved a little nearer to him 
and her breath came quicker from between her parted 
lips, that she was afraid. 

“Monsieur le Comte de Durieux,” a lackey had an- 
nounced from the door in stentorian tones, and then 
there had been a little pause. 

Slowly, moving with great dignity, the Count entered 
the room. He was a tall man, much taller than Armand 
had expected. He was plainly, almost soberly dressed 
in a coat of black velvet, embellished only with large 
buttons set with blood-red rubies. 

A huge ruby, the size of a pigeon’s egg, which he 
wore as a ring was his only other jewel, and while 
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it burned with a strange, almost supernatural fire, it 
also showed to advantage the Count’s long white fingers 
with their skilfully polished nails. 

His face was white too, almost bloodless, while his 
eyes were dark and intensely alive. They glittered and 
shone beneath his heavy eyelids and seemed to take in 
everything in the room with one quick, appraising 

ance. 

A His hair was dark, unpowdered and touched with 
grey at the temples. His features were clear cut and 
aristocratic and there was no doubt that he was a dis- 
tinctly handsome man, But there was something about 
him which was curiously repellent, Armand thought. 

Perhaps it was his too pale face and his bloodless 
lips, perhaps the way his eyes seemed to flicker over 
everything in a manner which reminded one of a snake 
with a poison-fang on the point of striking. 

And yet that was but a first impression, and when 
the Count spoke it was difficult to remember that one 
had ever thought anything of the kind. 3 

His voice was caressing, almost hypnotic, except when 
he was excited, when it rose to a high falsetto, curiously - 
feminine and quite unforgettable in its surprising hys- 
teria. | 

At other times he had an undeniable charm which 
made it impossible for one not to feel oneself drawn 
magnetically towards him as if he had some special 
attraction which was irresistible. 3 

The Count had crossed the small sitting-room 
an unhurried gait and with the utmost composure. He 
kissed Réve’s hand and had apparently not noticed that 
her fingers were stiff and cold beneath his touch. a 

“Mademoiselle, I am very sensible of the honour that 
you have done me in coming here,” he said softly, = 

Then he had turned to Armand and begun to talk 
effusively and with an obvious desire to please, After a 
few minutes the stiffness with which they regardec 
him seemed to vanish and both Armand and Rêve felt 
themselves relax and become at their ease. = 

The Court was amusing, he was witty, he was, te 
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almost ingratiatingly humble when he spoke of his and 
Réve’s intended marriage. 

“It is the first time in my life that I have ever 
wanted to marry anyone,” he told Armand, “but your 
sister captivated me from the very instant that I saw 
her, She was sitting in the ante-room of this very Pal- 
ace, waiting to petition the Emperor. I passed through 
on my way to the throne room and I saw her, so young, 
so exquisite and in a way so lost. I made inquiries as to 
who she was. 

“When they told me her name, I remembered her fa- 
ther and many of her relatives, and I knew then that 
she must become my wife or else I must remain a 
bachelor for the rest of my existence here on earth.” 

Armand would have liked to think that the Count 
was talking only for effect, but there was a ring of 
sincerity in his tone which was undeniable. Yet when 
he was with Réve, Armand thought, he did not behave 
like a man who was overwhelmingly in love. 

Perhaps it was because he had a stern control over 
his emotions, perhaps it was because he was no strip- 
ling but a man of nearly middle age. Nevertheless, the 
fact remained that, while he was amusing, entertain- 
ing, courteous and invariably considerate, he did not 
appear to love Réve with that ardency or desire that he 
expressed so eloquently in words. 

For one thing he never appeared to wish to be alone 
with her; and while Armand was well aware that this 
suited Réve, for her inclination was apparently to avoid 
a téte-a-téte with her fiancé at all costs. 

It did seem to him that a marriage begun in such 
a way could never bring real happiness to his lovely 
little sister. More and more he began to worry about 
Réve’s future. 

She was so sweet, so gentle, that he could not bear 
to think that she might be hurt, distressed of unhappy, 
or that any man should treat her badly. 

More than that, he found himself beginning to dread 
the thought of being separated from her, to loathe the 
idea of her going away with the Count, and of having 
to make his own way back to Poland alone. He wanted 
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to have Réve beside him, to share in her laughter, to 
watch the emotions flicker over her expressive face. 

If only she would confide in him, he thought, if 
only the barrier which lay between them, whatever it 
might be, could be lifted. It was there, that barrier; he 
could feel it spoiling their relationship one with the 
other—an intangible, yet positive thing. 

Armand sighed, and as he did so, the clock on the 
mantelpiece struck the half-hour. There was still plenty 
of time before dinner and he decided that he would go 
to Réve’s apartment and wait there until the time came 
for them to descend to the crowded ante-room where 
the Emperor’s guests waited until he appeared. 

Réve’s sitting-room was like all the rooms in the Pal- 
ace, ornate and very luxurious. The chairs were of © 
crimson velvet laced with gold and matched by cur- 
tains of crimson lustrine with gold fringes, while in the 
middle of the room hung a cluster of English crystals. 

There were exquisite pieces of tapestry, a great © 
amount of ormolu furniture and some valuable pictures. — 
Réve found it beautiful, but to Armand it was over- 
powering and once again he longed for simplicity, for 
space and clean, clear-cut lines, for furniture which was 
not heavily gilded and for draperies which owed their 
beauty to their colour and texture rather than to their 
fringes and furbelows. | 

He had a sudden vision of the kind of room he liked. 
It was a big room with long high windows looking out 
on to a green garden, with very little furniture and 
what there was polished from generations of use, while 
on the plain panelled walls there were just two or th e 
perfect pictures. l 

Now where was that room? Armand wonde 
himself, and then he forgot what he had been thinking, 
for the communicating door opened and Réve came run- 
ning into the room from her bedchamber. 

She was dressed in white, and round her head was a i 
wreath of fresh flowers. She looked lovelier than Ar 
mand had ever seen her before. 

“Do you like it?” she asked eagerly, “It was 
toinette’s idea, but the coiffeur is waiting in otal al . 
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think the flowers look affected, in which case I will put 
a ribbon or a bandeau of pearls around my head.” 

“Do not touch it,” Armand said firmly; “the wreath 
is perfect.” 

“And the dress?” Réve asked anxiously. 

It was of white crépe, almost Grecian in design, the 
high waist line ending beneath her small, pointed 
breasts. 

“That, too, is perfect.” 

“I am glad, terribly glad,” Rêve whispered, and there 
was something poignant and breathless in her voice. 

Armand looked down at her in surprise, his eyes 
searching hers. 

“Does it matter so much?” he asked. 

“Yes, of course it does,” Rêve replied. 

“Why? So that you shall please the Count?” Armand 
inquired, and somehow he could not prevent a slight 
edge to his voice, 

“No, of course not,” Rêve answered. “It is you I want 
to please.” 

Their eyes met and Armand felt something strange 
and unexpected pass between them, a feeling that he 
could not explain. 

“Listen, Rêve,” he said, “I have got to talk to you. 
There is something you must tell me.” 

He saw the expression in her eyes and knew that the 
barrier between them was falling; then the door from 
her bedroom opened and Antoinette came into the 
room. It seemed to Armand that Rêve started almost 
guiltily. 

“What is it, Antoinette?” she asked, and surprisingly 
her voice was sharp. 

“The hairdresser waits, ma petite,” Antoinette re- 
plied. 

“Tell him that I am completely satisfied, that I want 
nothing further done,” Réve answered. 

But Antoinette was not dismissed so easily. 

“Do you think Mademoiselle looks nice, Monsieur?” 
she asked Armand. “The wreath was an inspiration.” 

“It is perfect,” he replied almost automatically, his 
eyes on Réve’s face. “I have already said so.” 


165 



























“Then I am very pleased,” Antoinette said smiling. 
“The idea came to me last night. I was thinking of all 
the ladies I had seen here in the palace, of their mag- 
nificent dresses, of the jewels which festoon everything 
from their necks to their fans, and I was wondering to 
myself how my little one could compete, how she could 
stand out among such wealth, such elegance, and then 
the idea came to me. Something quite simple, I 
thought, like flowers. 

“No one wears flowers on their heads—they carry 
them in their hands so that the poor things wilt and look 
tired after a very short while—but a wreath of flowers 
made by God would be much more effective than any- 
thing fashioned by man. 

“Now I have put my little idea to the test and you, 
Monsieur, are pleased. That is good!” | 

“Yes, yes, I am pleased,” Armand said absently. 

“And Mademoiselle has told you what we have 
planned together?” Antoinette inquired. 

Réve looked at her and then back at Armand. ; 

“No, I have not yet had time,” she said, “Armand, — 
Antoinette and I think it would be wise if she went to 
Valmont. There are so many things to be packed up 
there. We cannot trust the village girls and as far as we 
know the Emperor, with his impatience, may move 
the new occupants in at any moment. 

“It is only for a few days, and Antoinette has al- 
ready engaged a maid to take her place if we cannot 
manage without her. Do you think she should go?” i 

“But of course,” Armand said firmly, then 
more graciously: “We shall miss you, of course, An= 
toinette; but I know that you will return to your mis- 
tress as quickly as possible.” i 

“I shall certainly do that, Monsieur,” Antoinette said, 
and coming closer to Armand she looked into his face, 
“You will look after her while I am away, Monsieur? 
have never left her side since she was a little one, no 
after we escaped from Valmont when the terrorists be: 
upon the door. ee 

“I trust few people, Monsieur, but I trust you. Yi 
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will remember that it is Mademoiselle’s safety which 
counts before everything else?” 

There was no mistaking the anxiety in Antoinette’s 
tone or the sincerity with which she spoke. Armand 
looked at her gentle face and then he held out his hand. 

“You can trust me, Antoinette,” he said. “My sister 
shall come to no harm while I am with her.” 

“If only there was someone else that we could send 
to Valmont,” Antoinette said in worried tones, “but 
there is no one, Monsieur, and there are many things 
which must be brought away at once. The Emperor has 
purchased the furniture with the house, but there are 
Mademoiselle’s personal possessions and many things 
connected with her family which she will always trea- 
sure and preserve. 

“There are, too, the belongings of her Great-Aunt, 
Madame la Duchesse, but who knows which they are 
but me?” 

“It is obvious that no one can go but you, An- 
toinette,” Armand said. “Order the fastest vehicle that 
you can obtain so that you will not be longer on the 
way than necessary, and return in the same manner.” 

“I shall do everything as speedily as I possibly can,” 
Antoinette said, “I go very early in the morning, I shall 
see Mademoiselle again tonight, but not you, Monsieur. 
Au revoir! Promise me that you will guard Mademoi- 
selle with your very life.” 

“I have already promised you that,” Armand said. 
“Why are you so worried, Antoinette? There is nothing 
to fear. Mademoiselle can be in no danger here save > 
perhaps of over-eating at these endless banquets or 
over-tiring herself by dancing too late. But you speak 
as if you were afraid of something very different.” 

Antoinette twisted her fingers together. 

“I know not of what I am afraid, Monsieur,” she 
said, “but I am—and that is the truth.” 

“You worry too much, darling Antoinette,” Réve 
said, putting her arm round Antoinette’s shoulder and 
laying her cheek for a moment against that of the older 
woman, 

“Yes, I suppose I do,” Antoinette said, “and yet I 
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feel as if there was something wrong. It is almost like 
a premonition. I cannot understand it myself—yet it is 
there.” 

“You are imagining such things,” Réve said quickly, 
almost too quickly, Armand thought. “There is noth- 
ing of which you need be afraid. Hurry to Valmont 
and return as quickly as you can. You will find me safe 
and sound with Armand guarding me, doubtless with a 
drawn sword,” 

She laughed lightly as she spoke and the moment of 
tension was past. There was no longer any time for 
conversation, for it was nearly the hour for dinner and 
the company in all their finery would be assembling in 
the ante-room. 3 

“We must go,” Armand said firmly. | 

He held out his arm and Réve laid her fingers on n | 
then she looked up at him and laughed. 

“I feel happy tonight,” she said. 

“I am glad,” he replied, “very glad.” 

Her eyes fell before his, and a faint flush came to” 
her cheeks. Already they were in the corridor and there ` 
were other guests moving in the same direction, laugh- 
ing, chattering, bowing and curtsying, and making audi- 
ble criticisms about their enemies. A 

Réve recognised some of the people—the Prince de 
Neufchitel, a little, ill-looking man with a crop-curle 
head of dark hair: the second Consul, Jean Jacqt s 
Regis de Cambacérès, with his eyes sunk deep in his 
head, his hair badly dressed, wearing fustian breeches 
and common turn-down boots. i 

And, of course, she knew Madame Fouché by si 
No one, having seen her once, would forget her yelloy 
wig over her vulgar, discontented face. There wer 
innumerable jokes in the Palace about her and th 
fact that her husband, son of a grocer at Nantes, ha 
originally belonged to a religious society called the Ora- 
toriens. . 

It was at the turn of the stairs that they m 
Duchess de Monestier. For a moment both F 
Armand forgot their manners to gape at her al 
open-mouthed. 
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Always spectacular, always eclipsing the other wom- 
en in her originality, Imogène de Monestier had out- 
shone even herself tonight. She wore a dress of silver 
tissue which moulded her figure so closely that she 
might just as well have painted her naked body with a 
coat of silver paint and worn nothing else. 

Shimmering as she moved, the ripple of every muscle, 
every curve, every line of her exquisite limbs revealed, 
she wore as her only ornamentation a necklace of em- 
eralds, so large, so magnificent that they took the breath 
away. 

Fabien had looted them for her but a few months 
earlier from a Russian princess, and had sent them, as 
they were so valuable, under armed guard to Fonçier, 
the Emperor’s jeweller, to have them made up. 

They were fabulous and so enormous as to be al- 
most barbaric in their beauty, and yet round Imo- 
gène’s neck they seemed to take second place to her 
own loveliness. 

Looking at the Duchess, Rêve realised that her eyes 
were green too, and that there was the same hard light 
in them which seemed to emanate from the emeralds. 

“Armand, mon brave!” 

Imogène’s pronunciation of his name was soft and 
seductive. She held out her hand and he kissed it. As 
he did so, her fingers curled round his so that she 
imprisoned him and he looked up to meet her eyes. 

“I shall see you tonight?” she asked. 

“But of course,” he replied. “I believe that we dance 
after dinner,” 

For a moment her lips tightened at his misunder- 
standing of what she intended, then she smiled, 

“I will save you the last waltz, mon ami,” she said 
softly and turned away. 

Rêve drew in a deep breath. 

“I hate her,” she said. 

Her tone was so violent that Armand looked at her 
in surprise. He would have said something but at that 
moment the Count was at their side. 

He wore black, which was the colour he habitually 
affected, but tonight there was a purple ribbon across 
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his chest and his coat was covered with decorations of 
all descriptions. There were diamond stars and bursting 
suns, the Cross of the Holy Sepulchre, the Orders of 
St. Nicholas, St. Marino and St. Constantine. 

He was almost as glittering a figure in his way as 
Imogéne had been in hers. In fact Armand thought 
he was almost ridiculously over-decorated, and then he 
noticed in surprise that Réve was smiling with a faint 
ait of coquetry at him. 

The Count raised her hand to his lips. As he re 
leased it, he said: | 

“I am glad to find you both together. I have but a 
few moments ago left the Emperor. His Majesty exe 
pressed surprise that I had not invited you to my Cas- 
tle. The idea, I admit, had not occurred to me; but ag 
I have to go there tomorrow for a few nights to make 
some researches, I extend to you both an invitation ‘to 
come with me to inspect my home and my estate. 

Rêve and Armand said nothing, and after a second’s 
pause the Count continued: S 

“It is not far from Paris, but five miles as the croy 
flies, although by road, if we take that route, it i 
slightly longer.” He smiled at his joke. “We can leave 
here in the forenoon and we can be at Creux in tims 
for dinner. Will you honour me by accepting m 
invitation?” 3 

“Yes, of course,” Rêve said, “and thank you very 
much for asking us. We shall like that, Armand, sha 
we not?” a 

She spoke with some enthusiasm, and Armand 
plied: T 
“Yes—yes, of course, if it pleases you, and I think 
am inclined to agree with the Emperor that you shou 
see the house where you are to live after your ma 
riage.” a 

“That is settled then,” Rêve said, and smiling up | 
the Count she asked: “Is your Castle very large?” 

“Large enough to withstand any onslaughts of 
enemy in ancient days,’ the Count replied. “But I 
sure you will find it comfortable. I have spent 1 
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money and, what is more important, a great deal of 
my time in making improvement. 

The Emperor honours me by declaring it is one of 
the finest buildings in the whole length and breadth of 
France. In fact he is such an admirer of Creux that at 
times I am afraid he will take it from me.” 

The Count smiled as he spoke and both Réve and Ar- 
mand realised that this was a jest, for everyone knew 
that the Count basked in the Emperor’s favour and 
had all the privileges of an acknowledged favourite. 

Chattering to the Count in an unusually animated 
way, Réve moved towards the ante-room and Armand 
followed her. It was some minutes later, while Giles de 
Durieux was greeting an old friend, that he was able 
to whisper in her ear: 

“Do you really want to go? You need not accept 
unless you really wish to see the Castle.” 

Réve looked up quickly and he realised there was a 
veiled expression in her eyes. 

“Why should I not want to go?” she asked, and her 
tone was almost truculent, 

“There is no reason on earth why you should not,” 
Armand said. “I was just surprised at your accepting the 
invitation so eagerly.” 

“I thought it would do us both good to get away 
from here,” Rêve replied. 

“Well, there’s something in that,” Armand admitted. 
“I readily admit to finding Palace life a deadly bore. 
But I thought you were enjoying yourself.” 

“I was,” Rêve replied. 

As she spoke she looked across the room at the 
Duchess de Monestier flaunting herself almost shame- 
lessly among a crowd of courtiers. Anything, she “ 
thought passionately, was better than that she should 
stay here in Fontainebleau and watch Armand being 
carried off by that horrible woman. It was not only 
jealousy which made her hate the Duchess, Réve 
thought miserably, it was worse than that. 

Imogéne de Monestier was horrible, there was some- 
thing utterly ruthless about her, something which told 
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Rêve all too clearly that she would stick at nothing to 
get her own way, to satisfy her greedy sensual desires. 

Yes, she hated her, but Armand could not under- 
stand her hatred. Why should he? 

She had a sudden idea that, when they got to Creux, 
it might be easier to escape from there than from Fon- 
tainebleau. Once at the castle she would tell Armand 
the truth—tell him who he was, and warn him of the 
danger in which he stood. d 

Yes, that was what she would do. It was no use 
going on like this, no use waiting any longer. She would 
tell Armand everything and when he returned to En- 
gland, she would beg him to take her with him. ; 

She felt almost light-hearted now that the decision 
was made, All this would be forgotten—the dange S 
the subterfuge . . . and Imogène de Monestier. She felt 
happiness welling up inside her as if already the future 
was golden. 

Then she saw that someone was standing besic 
Armand. He was an elderly man and she realised that 
he was a General for he wore the full-dress uniform oi 
blue embroidered with gold and embellished with | 
monstrous high scarlet collar. ‘7 

His white pantaloons were flourished all over the 
front and down the seams with gold thread and hi 
Hessian boots were bound with gold tassels. He was 
highly ornate figure, but Réve had hardly time to notic 
his appearance for she realised that he was speaking 
to Armand in low, confidential tones. J 

“I have good news for you, Monsieur le Marquis, 
he was saying. “The Emperor has honoured you b 
appointing you one of his personal aides-de-camp. Yor 
are instructed that, when dinner is over, you are to fo 

low His Majesty to the Council room.” 

Armand drew himself up and bowed. 

“Thank you, mon Général,” he said. “And whe 
we do when we get there?” 

The General looked surprised at the question, _ 

“The Emperor holds a Council of War most e 
nings,” he said. “It is his custom to invite various pi 
ple to discuss the military position with 

j 172 




























paN; 
, 
I 


; 
f D 
m. 
aa 
. 





tonight General Miollis is here. It is expected that he 
will receive special instructions of some sort, but what 
they may be is known at this moment only to the 
Emperor himself.” 

“Jt sounds like an interesting occasion,” Armand said. 
“Thank you, Sir, for bringing me His Majesty’s instruc- 

. n qn 
— pleasure, Monsieur,” the General replied. 

The two men bowed, and at that moment an usher 
with a gold stick entered the room to arrange the guests 
in order of precedence prior to the Emperor’s arrival. 

There was no time for Réve to say anything more 
to Armand. She could only give him a despairing 
glance, which he could not understand, before she was 
swept away to take her place. 

There were only a few minutes to wait now before 
the women would sink to the ground in the low obeisant 
curtsy which would herald the arrival of His Imperial 
Majesty, Napoleon Bonaparte, Emperor of France and 
King of Italy. 
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Armand sprawled in a chair, his eyelids drooping lazily 
as with a cynical smile twisting the corners of his lips 
he regarded Imogéne de Monestier. _ 
She was reclining on a couch covered with a rug 
made of Russian sable, and the only light in the room 
came from a candelabrum fashioned of twisted gold ser. 
pents holding aloft three high unshaded candles. 
The light, little though it was, contrived to reveal 
every line of Imogène’s exquisite figure in her 
lamé dress. It glinted, too, on the great emeralds round 
her throat, and the contrast between their strange ser 
pentine depths and the magnolia skin of her naket 
shoulders was very pronounced. 
Imogéne watched Armand for a few moments fror 
beneath her long eyelashes, then she flung back he 
head in a primitive, seductive movement as old as th 
Garden of Eden. -§ 

“Talk to me,” she said softly. 
“What about?” Armand inquired. 
She looked at him and there was a glint of ang 
in her dark eyes, but her voice was very sweet as Sl 
replied: $ 
“Ourselves, of course. How can one ever get to kno 
anyone among the crowds at the Palace? s 
wanted to see what you were like when we were alon 
—really alone, as we are now.” “a 
Armand moved his head lazily and glanced at t 
shadows in the corners of the room. They were as da 
and mysterious as the room itself, which was octago 
and the walls were hung with peacock feathers, 
Doors ornamented with green and gold mo 
opened on one side into Imogéne’s bedchamber, ot 
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other side windows revealed a walled garden. Lanterns, 
hung discreetly from the branches of exotic trees, lit a 
pool of black marble in the centre of the garden, and 
around it were set exquisitely sculptured statues of 
nude gods and goddesses. 

Every flower in the garden was white. There were 
lilies in great profusion, their scent almost overpower- 
ing, and banks of white roses, phlox, gladioli, lupins, 
and tuber-roses, making a protecting wall of blossom 
and fragrance around the pool. 

It was all perfectly designed and arranged; but it was 
as artificial, Armand thought, in its perfection as Imo- 
gene herself with her deliberate enticements and her tu- 
tored voice of dulcet sweetness. 

“J hoped we should have been together this after- 
noon, mon brave,” Imogéne said softly, “and when you 
could not come driving with me I went alone—but I 
thought—about you.” 

Armand’s smile deepened. 

“And what did you think?” he asked. 

“J thought,” Imogéne replied, “that you are a very 
attractive young man and, as I am a very attractive 
woman, we should get to know each other better.” 

She ceased speaking and there was a little silence. 
Now she stretched out her arms as if to yawn, arching 
her back a little as she did so and revealing the exqui- 
site line from her white rounded throat to her small 
pointed breasts. 

Armand gave a short laugh. 

“Every trick!” he said; “and how well I know them 
all! There was a woman I knew once; she was very 
lovely. In a way you remind me of her, for her tech- 
nique was invariably the same. Soft lights, her white 
skin against the shadows, and the feline grace of a 
tiger. She had a great success in London, I oA 

He stopped suddenly, 

“I am remembering things,” he said, and there was 
a touch of excitement in his voice. “What was her 
name? ... No, I can’t remember that . . . But I knew 
her in London, I am sure of that. I can see her house 
now. There were six steps up to the front door, which 
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was opened by a black page and her bedroom windows 
overlooked the Green Park. Yes, thank God, I can re- 
member that quite clearly.” 

“And you are forgetting me!” Imogéne reminded him, 

“You will forgive my preoccupation,” Armand said, 
“but the most absorbing interest in my life just re- 
cently has been to try and remember the past.” 

“There are quite a number of people who are con- 
cerned in solving that very problem where you are con- 
cerned,” Imogéne said meaningly, 

“How do you know that?” Armand asked quickly, 

“I know most things,” she replied, “things that would 
surprise you. Tell me, mon ami, what was discussed 
this evening at the Emperor’s Council of War?” 

“You can hardly expect me to answer that question,” 
Armand replied. 4 

He got to his feet as he spoke and walked tows ds. 
the long windows Opening into the garden. 

“And suppose I entreat you to tell me what was 
said,” a soft voice said at his side. x 

He had not heard Imogène rise from the couch, an¢ 
now he looked down to find her at his elbow. He wag 
conscious of the heady oriental perfume she used. St e 
was very lovely, there was no denying that. Her eyes 
were gleaming beneath her long eyelashes, her red lips 
curved invitingly over her tiny white teeth. | 

As he looked down at her, she swayed a little near- 
er towards him, one of her slender hands reaching up to 
catch the lapel of his evening coat. 

“What was decided?” she asked. “I am a woman and 

curious. It amuses me to talk of wars and armies as 
well as of love,” 
“What was said in the Council Room was secret,” Ar- 
mand replied. “You know that, and you know quite 
Well that I would not repeat to you or anyone else the 
decisions that were taken or the plans that were dis- 
cussed,” 4 
“So loyal! So honourable!” Imogène said a littl 
mockingly; then she laughed a tantalising sound of s nee 
merriment. “Mon cher Armand, do you really imagine 
that to learn the truth I have to entice them from t 
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and most raw recruit to the War Council? In- 
on I will tell you what was decided tonight. It was 
that General Moillis should take six thousand troops, 
invade Tuscany and confiscate all the British goods 
there. Am I not right?” 

Armand looked astonished. 

“But how do you know this?” he asked, P 

“The way I know most things at the Palace,” she 
replied. “If you are really curious, General Miollis is an 
old love of mine. He would not leave Fontainebleau 

ithout saying good-bye.” 
Wi ae an aie shrug of his shoulders. i 

“Cherchez la femme,” he said almost under his 

th. 
Sui all good Frenchmen should,” Imogène completed 
for him. 

“When women are told secrets—they are no longer 
secrets,” Armand said scathingly. 

Imogéne sighed and drew a little closer to him. 

“They say that even the Emperor himself talks 
when he lays his head against a white shoulder, she 
said, “and at this moment I can think of a better thing 
to do than talking!” 

Armand moved suddenly and gripped Imogéne’s arms 
hard just above the elbows. He held her at arm’s 
length from him and looked down into her face. 

“What exactly are you trying to do?” he said. “Fer- 
ret out what secrets I may know, or are you trying to 
seduce me because your body burns for mine? Answer 
me and truthfully?” 

The strength of Armand’s fingers bruised Imo- 
gene’s arms, but her smile was more enigmatic than 
ever. 

“I like strong men,” she said. “Hurt me! I would 
like you to hurt me.” Pet 

He released her as unexpectedly as he had laid his 
hands upon her. À 

“I had no desire to come here tonight,” he said. 
“I knew what to expect, and frankly I am not in the 
mood for making love. I want to remember about my- 
self, I want to ponder over my new position in the 
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entourage of the Emperor, and I want to think about 
my sister and her problems. 
“But you waited for me, you captured me and 
brought me here virtually as your prisoner, and now 
you must accept me for what I am—a man who has 
many things to consider, and making love is not 
amongst them,” 
Imogéne gave a little sigh. | 
“I do not understand you,” she said. “Perhaps that is 
why you attract me. So many men have loved me, so 
many men have sought desperately and with an insatia- 
ble hunger for the favours which I am offering you. I 
am wondering if it is my hearing that is at fault, or if 
for once I have been mistaken and you are not the man 
I thought you to be.” 
There was a bitter taunt in the last few words, but 
Armand merely smiled at her. J 
“Is that meant to put me on my mettle?” he said. 
“Then you are indeed mistaken in your man. In th J 
past I have known many women— Yes, I can reme n- 
ber that, even if I cannot remember their names but 
I am sure of one thing. I have pursued them. I am he 
hunter, not the hunted.” | 
Imogène’s body stiffened. i 
“Are you conceited enough to think that I am JUF- 
suing you?” she asked. E 
“Aren’t you?” Armand inquired. ” 
Her eyes narrowed and it seemed as if she would turr 
and revile him, would let the whole force of her ar ger 
burst out at him. Then with an amazing effort at 
self-control she constrained herself. u 
Instead she crossed the room to his side and with. 
swift movement put both her arms round his neck an 
drew down his head. Si 
“You are tired and worried,” she said. “But I wan 
you, Armand d’Augeron. You attract me more than an 
man I have ever known, I want you! Love me and 
me show you what a love such as mine can meal 
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a man.” A 
“Do you think that if I am drugged with love | 
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will be able to obtain from me the secrets that you wish 
to hear?” Armand said. 

Imogéne took her arms from around his neck and 
stepped back as if he had struck her. 

“Fool!” she said. “Do you think that I am a spy, or 
that you could tell me anything that I do not know al- 
ready? I was but testing you, testing your loyalty, and if 
you insist on hearing the truth, General Miollis him- 
self asked me to do so, because he suspected you.’ 

“Suspected me?” Armand questioned. 

“That surprises you, does it not? People do not trust 
you as easily as you think, young man. General Miollis 
thought there was something strange about you. He 
was not certain what it was, but the suspicion was there 
and he asked me to make sure of your loyalty and your 
integrity. Now are you satisfied?” i 

“But I do not understand,” Armand said. “He was 
suspicious of what? That I might betray the Em- 
peror? To whom?” 

“To his enemies,” Imogène answered. “The Emperor 
has enemies everywhere. They are not only in foreign 
nations, but here in our very midst.” 

“Yet the Emperor himself trusts me.” 

“You saved his life,” Imogène replied. “Napoleon 
Bonaparte is a brave man, but he values his safety very 
highly. He is also superstitious and one of his sooth- 
sayers told him that someone would come into his 
life who would be very fortunate to him. He believes that 
person to be you. f 

“He may be right, he may be wrong; only time can 
tell. But many of his Generals are not so credulous of 
what the stars foretell.” a 

“Suppose I am a traitor, suppose General Miollis is 
right and there is something strange about me, do you 
imagine that you would have discovered it here, to- 
night?” 

“Of course,” Imogéne said with quiet confidence. 

Armand laughed. 

“So the stage was set,” he said, “with lights, a couch, 
and a woman’s inviting lips. Well, the play is over, 
Madame. Have I your permission to retire?” 
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“No!” 

Imogéne’s reply was emphatic. 

Armand raised his eyebrows. 

“No?” he echoed. 

“No! I do not wish you to go. I have been frank 
and told you one of the reasons why I invited you here 
tonight, but not the real reason, the reason why I 
asked you to come driving with me this afternoon, the 
reason why we are alone here without even my maid 
within call,” 

She came a little nearer to him, and now her face in 
the light of the candles was soft and for a moment. 
young and simple in its very sincerity. ` i 

“I wanted you to come here tonight, mon brave,” she 
said, “because from the moment I first saw you walk 
across the ballroom you seemed different to me, dif- 
ferent from any other man. . 

“Something in my heart awoke at the very sight of 
you, something which has grown steadily stronger until 
now I feel I can hide it no longer from you but must 
tell you what I feel. I love you, Armand; I love you, 
and I want your love.” a 

Imogéne’s voice rang out passionately; then she flung 
wide her arms in a gesture of abject surrender, and ye 
there was nothing humble, nothing supplicating in her 
attitude, Instead it was the action of a woman, trium- 
phant and confident, of a woman utterly sure of he i 
invincible charm. - 
` Yet the lure was there, the lure of enticement as 
compelling as when the goddesses sped from Olym JUS 
to reveal themselves in all their beauty to some w n- 
dering shepherd boy who had attracted their < ention, 

For the moment it seemed to Armand as if the whole 
room swam around him, the thick cloud within his head 
seemed intensified; Imogène’s perfume was in his n JS- 
trils, the softness of her body lay within reach of his 
arms. ag 
But an arrogant, inbred pride within himself kept hin | 
from capitulating. There was something which jz rrec 
upon him, something which kept his self-contro rigi 
so that he could say in an apparently unmoved voie 
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“Is this another trick at seduction?” 

He expected Imogéne to be angry at his question, 
expected the fury he had already sensed once or twice 
that evening behind the smiling mask of her face to 
break over him. Instead she laughed lightly and replied: 

“Tf tricks are what you want, I will give you one, and 
a new one since you are so satiated with those which 

old.” 
a she glided away from him towards the candelabrum 
and reached out her hand, snuffed the candles. They 
were now in darkness save for the light of the lanterns 
coming softly through the windows and flooding the 

i en. 
pias Armand waited, he heard a soft movement 
and into the lantern-light from the shadows came Imo- 
gene. For a moment he could only stare at her. 

Slowly, with an exquisite grace she moved into the 
garden and down towards the marble pool. Her body 
was as white as the flowers, for she wore nothing save 
the great necklace of emeralds around her neck. 

As Imogéne moved away from Armand, she glanced 
back over her shoulder and in her eyes and on her 
lips there was an invitation for him to follow her. 

Hardly knowing that he did so, Armand took a 
few steps forward; and then, as he watched her go 
down the steps towards the marble pool and as the 
perfume of the lilies came up towards him in a fra- 
grant wave which was almost overpowering, he felt at 
one and the same time that there was something fa- 
miliar, yet something wrong, with the whole scene. 

Once again it was no longer part of the world in 
which he moved. 

He was a stranger, an outsider, watching a play 
taking place on a stage—the actress, a lovely naked 
woman with a wealth of jewels around her neck, the 
scene a secret garden with the water in the pool stirring 
as she descended into it and the lantern-light on her 
face, her breasts, her thighs, and on her little hand, 
which fluttered out invitingly towards him as she turned. 

He stood at the window, his fingers grasping the pea- 
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cock hangings so fiercely that he almost tore them down 
from the pole on which they were hung. 

It seemed to him that an eternity passed as he stood 
there, an eternity in which the waves of memory 
seemed to recede and then advance, to advance and 
then recede; yet he knew no more save that this had — 
happened before. But where and when, and why? | 

He could not find the answer; but he knew that 
something was wrong, that something was missing, 
something which should have been there, but which 
was lost and forgotten. 

Because of that thing which he could not remember, 
Armand felt himself tortured almost unbearably with a 
longing and a yearning more intense and more power= 
ful than anything else he had ever known. | 

He must remember; he must. .. . $ 

But while he strove against the density of his own- 
mind, Imogène was waiting. She advanced no farthe 
into the pool, only stood there on the first black mar- 
ble step, the water lapping her ankles. | 

As she waited, the smile slowly vanished from her 
face and her teeth bit hard into her lower lip, for 
Armand had turned from the window and disap- 
peared into the darkness of the room. J 

She heard his footsteps cross the floor, heard a do 
open and close again, and she knew that she had ost 
him. All her tricks, as he had called them, had failed, 

For a moment she could hardly believe it possible, 
could hardly credit her own eyes and ears. Then $ W= 
ly she came from the pool, her feet leaving wet 
patches on the marble steps as she walked from he 
garden into the darkness of the empty room. N 

She passed through it into her bedchamber, where 
two candles were burning on the dressing-table. She 
went towards them, and lifting one high in her and 
she held it close to her face so that she could see her- 
self in the mirror. = 

The light revealed her eyes wide and dark in her w nite 
face, but for her mouth there was only a thin line —th | 
lips tight pressed until they were bloodless. gi 

Imogène stared at herself for a long time. Then s 
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rang the bell for her maid and the sound was sharp, 
imperious and infinitely foreboding. 


Rêve found Armand strangely silent as they set off 
the following day for Creux Castle. There were dark 
lines under his eyes and he did not look as well as he did 

ay before. 
per meant to be angry with him, for she too had 
been awake thinking of Imogéne de Monestier and 
hating her bitterly with all the misery of a gentle heart 
which until then had never known hatred or jealousy. 

But when Armand appeared, looking wan, his scar 
unusually livid against the pallor of his forehead, 
Réve’s heart melted within her and she could think no 
longer of her own unhappiness, but only of his health. 

She took a lot of trouble to arrange the cushions 
behind him in the coach, and commanded him to put 
his feet up on one of the little seats facing them. mra 

“It is not a long way,” she said, “but the jolting is 
not good for you. You know Dr. Corvisart said how 
careful you must be.” ' 

“I am well enough,” Armand replied ungraciously 

d somewhat impatiently. 

But Rêve ile val hurt. She understood that like 
most men he disliked being fussed over, and if he felt 
ill, he would rather die than admit it. 

Yet, worried as she was about him, she could not 
prevent her natural curiosity from asking him one ques- 
tion after they had been journeying a little while from 
the Palace of Fontainebleau. ; 

“Did you stay late with the Duchess de Monestier 
last night?” she inquired. 

“How did you know I was with the Duchess?” Ar- 
mand countered, 

“She told me so herself,” Rêve replied a little bit- 
terly, remembering all too well Imogène’s superior voice 
saying: . . 

“Run along to bed, child. I will look after your 
brother for you.” 

Rêve had not known what to reply. The ball was over 
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and most of the guests were either leaving the Palace 
er retiring to their apartments there. 

Armand was, as she knew, still closeted with the Em- i 
peror in the Council Room, and she had gone along 
the passage in that direction, hoping that he would 
appear and that she could tell him that the dancing 
had finished and that she wished to retire. 

But she had met Imogène, and the mere sight of that 
glittering, splendid figure contrived to make her feel 
badly dressed and unattractive, so that to Imogène’s 
command that she should go to bed she had no reply. 

She would have liked to be defiant, to have rea 
mained there, to have forced Armand to choose be- 
tween them—the older woman in her dress of shim- 
mering silver or herself, so young and unsophisticated 
in her plain white gown. But she had been afraid . 
afraid of what Armand’s decision might be. d 

What chance had she beside Imogène de Monestier 
—a notorious beauty, a woman who was famed througt 
out France for her love affairs and for the adoration 
she received as her rightful due from every man 
she encountered, | 

Rêve had crept away to her own apartment and f ing 
herself face downwards on the bed to cry bitterly and 
broken-heartedly into her pillow. 3 

When she had wept until she could weep no lor er, 
she had stayed awake in the dark, torturing herself 
at the thought of Armand and Imogène together, of 
Imogéne lying in Armand’s arms as she had once ¢ one, 

of his lips seeking hers, of his voice murmuring the sy veet 
unforgettable things which had opened to Réve the 
gates of paradise. 2 
How long ago those two wonderful nights in the gar- 
den at Valmont seemed now! So much had happer ed 
and it was hard to remember that it was weeks rather 
than years since they had first met, since she had. irs 
awoken to the magic in Armand’s voice. a 
As she sat beside him in the coach now, she thougk 
al different he looked from the way he had looke 
en. all 
The eagerness had gone from his face; ne Io ok 
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i d dispirited; and even when Imogène de Mones- 
a oni to him, the expression of boredom had 
not for long been missing from his eyes and mouth. 

“Suppose I tell him now who he is and why he is 
here?” Rêve thought. 

But, as always, something within her shrank from the 

t. 

g was afraid, afraid for so many reasons that 
she could hardly bear to enumerate them. First of all 
there was Armand’s health, his incompletely healed 
wound, the cautions that Dr. Corvisart had insisted on 
his taking, and the difficulties in the way of escape from 
the Palace of Fontainebleau and the environs of Paris. 

And there were other reasons too, reasons that 
Réve hardly dared express to herself. 

Suppose Armand did not believe her, suppose he 
thought she was merely deranged and that her brain 
was affected rather than his own? 

Réve could almost hear him laughing at the tale. 
There was that to be considered, that and a thousand 
other difficulties which might arise and with which 
at the moment she felt she was quite incapable of cop- 
EY on are very silent,” Armand said as the coach 
rumbled its way over the dusty, uneven roads. f. 

“I thought you were tired and did not want to talk, 

êve replied. 

E He ate and took up her hand which lay on the 

at beside him. 

F “Are you always so considerate of my feelings?” he 

asked as he took up her fingers. “What pretty hands 
you have!” 

“Thank you,” Réve replied. 

“Most women have ugly hands,” Armand said, “but 
yours are so small and soft and gentle. When my head 
aches, I like to feel them on my forehead.” 

“Ts it aching now?” Réve asked. 

“No, not now,” Armand replied. 

Turning her hand over, he looked at the palm. 

“A long life line and that is all I know about palm- 
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istry. Doubtless the worthy Count will be able to tell 1 
more.” 

“He is not a palmist but an astrologer,” Réve cor 
rected. 

“Has he spoken to you about this little hobby of 
his?” Armand asked. ; 

Réve shook her head. 

“No, he had never mentioned it, and somehow 
have not liked to bring up the subject. It makes ne 
uncomfortable to think that he might be able to reag 
my thoughts.” 

“Would you mind if he could?” 

“No, but he would not be complimented.” 

Armand laughed, 

“That is frank at any rate.” 

His fingers closed over Réve’s with a sudden fie: 
ness, ~ 

“If you do not wish to marry him after you nay 
seen the Castle, then you must tell me so. Let u 
make this very clear. I will not have you made u 
happy, I will not have you attached to anyone who 
you dislike. I am not afraid of the Emperor and y 
are not his slaves, even if we all have to acknowled 
him our Imperial Master.” 4 

Rêve felt herself tremble, not so much at his WOT 
but at the touch of his hands, at the pressure of ł 
fingers upon hers, at the sudden note of possessior : 
his voice. K 

If only he would be jealous of her, she thot ht, 
only he would think of her not as a sister but as 
woman, someone who might belong to him. | 

While she waited, without answering his stateme 
her whole being quivered with her love and her nee 
for him, Armand released her hand and his eyeli 
closed wearily. 

“Wake me up when we arrive,” he said, and p 
ceeded to go to sleep. - 

She watched him for the rest of the journe 
watched him while he slept peacefully, quite unc 
scious of her nearness and unaware of the love w. 
shone unguarded in her face. H 
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Then as the horses turned in through two magnificent 
iron gates and she saw ahead of her the vast turrets 
and towers of the Castle of Creux, Rêve put her hand 
on Armand’s arm. 

“We are nearly there, Armand,” she said softly. 

But he was fast asleep and did not hear her. She 
shook him. 

“Wake up, Armand.” 

“What is it? What do you want?” he asked. 

As the words left his lips Réve gave a little cry, for he 
had spoken in English. 

He opened his eyes and stared at her. 

“What is the matter?” he asked, and this time he 
spoke in French. 

She would have told him the reason for her ex- 
clamation, but it was too late. The horses were already 
clattering over the drawbridge and into the courtyard. 
The high walls of the Castle loomed above them, 
grooms were running from all directions to the horses’ 
heads, and innumerable lackeys in purple livery were 
standing in an open doorway. 

“We are here,” Réve said in a low voice. 

“As I see,” Armand replied, yawning a little and 
picking up his hat from the floor of the coach. 

Réve saw that he had no idea that he had done 
anything unusual or that his words on waking were 
significant. There was nothing she could say, nothing 
she could do at this moment, for the coach door was 
being opened and the steps were being let down. 

At the top of the steps leading to the Castle door 
the Count was waiting. 

For one moment Réve thought he looked like a 
hooded hawk standing there in his sombre black clothes; 
and then as he advanced down the steps to welcome 
them, she forced herself to smile, to take his hand of 
welcome in what she hoped was an entirely natural 
manner. 

“Welcome to Creux, Mademoiselle,” he said, “‘and 
you too, Monsieur le Marquis d’Augeron. Welcome to 
a house which will always accord you a place of honour 


_ when it is the home of your best-beloved sister.” 
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Armand bowed. 
“Thank you, Sir, My sister and I are very glad to be 
here. I have heard many stories about the magnifi- 
cence of Creux, and I see they are not exaggerated.” 
“I thought you would not be disappointed,” the 
Count said complacently, leading the way through the 
great, arched front door into the richly decorated ma; 
ble hall. 
“You will need wine and food after your journey,” he 
Said. “They are waiting for us in the tapestry room.” 
Réve found herself in an enormous salon hung witt 
tapestry and decorated with a collection of furniture 
which she knew at a glance was both unique and yal. 
uable; yet there was a stiffness and formality about re 
Place which struck a chil] through her whole body. 
She could not explain the impression even to her 
self save that its very formality seemed somehow awe 
inspiring and vaguely repressive, F 
Wine and food were put before them and after 4 
little while the Count Suggested that Réve might like t 
see her rooms. . 
“I have given you what is known as the Queen? 
Bedchamber,” he said. “It is part of the State apar 
ments which are used by Royal visitors. But it is als 
a tradition in my family that the bride of the reignin 
Count shall sleep there for a year after her marriage 
I thought, therefore, that as this is our betrothal visit 
you would like to use the room which will be yours fe 
at least a year after our marriage has taken place,” _ 
“It is kind of you to think of it,” Réve said, A 
She felt her heart sink and knew that the mome 
was steadily drawing nearer when she must tell / man 
the truth and escape as best she could from the ne 
Which was drawing tighter and tighter around the; 
both. 4 
The Queen’s Bedroom was magnificent, but on 
again Réve felt herself repulsed and somehow anta, 
onised by the atmosphere. a 
Despite the luxurious hangings, the great bed, ort 
needlework, the furniture of carved silver, th nir 
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j rated every panel on the walls, there was 
Si: z chill and unwelcoming about the room, She 
had a sudden premonition as if of evil. ne 

It was a warm day, but she felt as cold as ae 
icy wind was A Spe = hom She fo 

iation to her i ; 
F ma A URE room! What splendid furnishings! 
What treasures you have in this lovely castle. 

The Count was smiling as he withdrew to leave her 
alone, and only then did Rêve run instinctively to the 
window and fling it wide as if the fresh air from out- 
side would disperse the atmosphere within. en 

“I am being rm, a eee aan said alou 
«jti and who is in danger : 

and the feeling persisted, the feeling that ee 
thing terrifying and hateful was waiting for her, but she 

i w what. 

R hurrying into the room with her lug- 
ge. Soon everything was unpacked and Rêve had 
Re nged from her travelling-dress into an evening gown. 

More than once, as she dressed, she felt herself shiv- 
er; but the maids who helped her had cheeks pink a 
heat and exertion, and there was not a breath of win 

ide to account for her chillness. 
Ss wat dressed and ready a good half-hour before 
there was any necessity to descend the stairs to the 
Crimson Salon where they were to meet before dinner. 
Réve dismissed the maids, thinking that she would sit 
for a while at the beper e compose herself for the 
al which lay ahead of her. 
ether ronaki or tomorrow she must tell Armand the 
truth. The opportunity would present itself some way 
or another; and whatever difficulties ” in the way, she 
not hesitate, must prevaricate no longer. 
Eae wished now Ma she had had the strength of 
mind to tell him when they were at Fontainebleau. 

There was something about the Castle and indeed 
about the Count himself which frightened her, and every 
second it seemed as if she was growing more frightened, 
more apprehensive rather than more reassured. 

She stared out of the window at the formal gardens 
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colourful with flowers, at the swallows which winger 
their way low across the still moat, at the deer grazin 
in the park under the overhanging trees, 

There was nothing which could frighten her here, 
was but a childish fancy. What was haunting her, mak 
ing her feel ghost-ridden and eerie in this peaceft 
place? | 

What was it more likely to be than her own guilt 
conscience which was creating bogies out of the m 9 
simple things. She tried to pray, but the words wo 1l 
not come. | 

Impatient with her own stupidity, Réve got to her fe 
and decided that she would go downstairs and wait. 
the Crimson Salon. Armand might be down early a 
they could have a few words together before the 
appeared. 

She moved towards the door and, as she did so, the 
was a click from the other side of the room. She Tn 
and to her astonishment saw one of the panels, wh 
was covered by a looking-glass, swing slowly forwz d. 

Rêve stared, paralysed with fear, her heart bea i 
quickly. Into the room stepped a woman. Her hair w 
dark and tied in an untidy, dishevelled manner with 
dirty unpressed ribbon of blood-red satin. | 

Her face was very thin and deeply lined beneath e 
which seemed too tired and listless to be alive, and h 
mouth drooped at the corners in a way which strang 
enough gave her face an expression not of boredom 1 
of terror. < 

She was dressed in a worn and wine-stained z eign 
of mauve velvet trimmed with torn lace and rour i 
neck, which was yellow and piteously thin, was a ne 
lace of diamonds, their brilliance seeming to mak 
cruel mockery of the fatigue and fear on the face a b 
them. K 

The woman came quietly into the room, lez ving | 
secret panel open behind her. She did not st sak 
after a moment Réve found her voice. -i 

“Do you want to speak to me?” she asked. 

The woman hesitated and it seemed to Rê 
her expression changed. 
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“You are the Comtesse Réve de Valmont?” she asked 
at length. Her accent was that of the bourgeoisie. 

“I am,” Rêve replied. 

“I have come to warn you,” the woman said. “You 
must not marry the Count. If you do, you will regret 

i «Why do you say this to me?” Rêve asked. 

The woman’s eyes searched her face as if she strove 
to find the truth there. What she saw seemed to satisfy 
her, for after a few minutes she said: 

“I am right. He did not lie to me. You are young 
and innocent. But you must do what I tell you! Go 
away from here; make some excuse, say you are ill or 
that you have changed your mind; but do not agree to 
what he asks. You cannot marry him, you must not! 

There was some obscure pain and suffering in the 
woman’s words and Rêve forgot her fear in the realisa- 
tion that here was someone in trouble, someone who 

appy. 
Eevi s give me a reason for what you say?” she 
asked, “for I believe that you are speaking to me out of 
the kindness of your heart?” 

The woman stared at her. 

“Is that why I am doing it? No, it is because I would 
save him from himself. You must go away! Go now! 

“But how can I?” Réve asked. “It———” 

They were interrupted by a knock on the door. An 
expression of sheer unbridled terror came into the wom- 
an’s face and she put a finger over her lips. 

“Do not say you have seen me,” she whispered. 

She moved surprisingly quickly through the aperture 
in the wall from which she had come. 

The panel closed. There was nothing to show where it 
had opened, For a moment Réve stood staring at the 
mirrored wall, feeling that the whole incident must be 
a dream; then the knock on the door was repeated and 
she called out: “Come in!” 

“Are you ready?” Armand’s voice asked. f 

He was dressed for dinner in a coat of blue satin 


_ trimmed with sapphire buttons and she felt her heart 
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turn over at the sight of him. He was so handsome, sown 
lovable. am 

“Yes, I am ready,” she replied, “but Armand—” 

“We had best go downstairs,” he interrupted, “or w 
shall be late, and that, you must agree, would be ex- 
tremely discourteous to our most attentive host.” 

“Yes—yes—of course,” Rêve answered. 

He held out his arm and she put her hand on t 
feeling somehow secure because she could touch him 
because they were close together, 

“I want to talk to you, Armand,” she whispered, “ 
have got something to tell you.” 

“It should not be too difficult to find somewher 
Where we can be alone in this vast place.” Arm an 
replied lightly as they descended the wide staircase, 

“It must be somewhere where we cannot be ove 
heard,” Réve said and glanced at the walls apprehe 
sively for she felt that any one of them might open 1 
reveal a secret entrance. | 

“You sound very secretive,” Armand smiled. ‘ 

To Réve’s consternation his voice rang out, and t 
from the hall below them a voice said: 

“I cannot believe that Mademoiselle has any secrets 

It was the Count who spoke, and Rêve, looking doy 
at his thin, pale face, tightened her hold on Arm and 
arm. She knew at last from where the atmosphere 
evil in the house emanated. À 

It was from the Count, she was sure of that now. 
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j fact that Rêve was tense and apprehensive 
pe ‘cee of the strange woman who had en- 
tered her bedroom A the secret panel, the evening 

leasantly enough. ; 
ge Conte ad himself to be charming and suc- 
ceeded in amusing his guests until Rêve and Armand 
were surprised to find that the hours had passed so 
e ON had a brilliant, if biting, wit; he was ex- 
tremely well informed on current affairs and also very 
regards the past. 
aioe pa who te mentioned he narrated some 
anecdotes or drew a character-sketch that was pointed 
and some cases scurrilous, and after a time Réve felt 
some of her fear of him pass away. om - 
She listened to Armand’s laugh ringing out again 
and again and told herself that she must have been 
mistaken in her premonition of evil. She had been tired 
after the journey, she thought, and it was natural -~ 
coming to Cruex under false pretences and loving ` 
mand as she did, everything about the Count shoul 
antagonise her and make her suspect trouble even 
re there was none. : 
ayes if she could dismiss her own feelings as being the 
result of an overwrought imagination, it was not so easy 
to find an explanation of the ominous words of the 
oman in the mauve peignoir. 
f Many aoa presented themselves, but the 
most obvious was to believe that she was a jealous, 
displaced mistress of the Count who wished him to re- 
main unmarried. : 
Yet it had not appeared to be jealousy which moved 
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her to speak, but some deeper, more fundamental emo- 
tion, and Réve, concentrated on her thoughts, found her 
attention wandering again and again from the conversa- 
tion, brilliant though it might be, 

There were, however, many other things to think 
about. The magnificence and luxury in which the Count 
lived equalled, if it did not surpass, the splendour at 
Fontainebleau. The Banqueting Hall in which they 
dined was one of the most splendid in all France 
and the table was laden with gold plate of incredible 
antiquity and of priceless value. 

The food and wine, too, was superb and it seemed 
to Rêve that there was a whole army of flunkeys moving 
quietly around the table with the great gold dishes in 
their gloved hands, their powdered hair silhouetted 
against the carved panelling of the hall, the gold lacings 
on their livery glittering in the light of a hundred can- 
dles, i 
“Tonight we are aloné,” the Count explained, “be- 
cause I felt it would be an opportunity for us to get 
to know each other better. Tomorrow night I am giving 
a dinner party for you, and the night after that a bs le 
but now we can talk intimately about ourselves, and 
what subject is of more interest to any man—or woman, 
for that matter?” 

“Tell us about yourself, Monsieur,” Réve said, , 

She was anxious that he should not probe too deeply 
into her feelings or ask questions which might be em- 
barrassing to Armand. 

“I am indeed flattered and complimented by your 
command,” the Count said with a smile. “What can I 
tell you? There are, if I may say so, many sides to my 
character.” A 

“You are an astrologer, aren’t you?” Armand as d. 

The Count looked up at him quickly, i 

“So you have been told that,” he said. “Yes, I suppose 
it is one way to describe my powers.” | 

His voice deepened on the last word and Rêve, anx- 
ious to keep the conversation going, said: 3 

“Princess Pauline Borghese said you were a m agician, 
Was she right, or was that just a figure of speech?” 
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The Count seemed to hesitate before he answered, 
then after a moment he said slowly: 

“She was right, lam a magician! mir 

Rêve caught a look of sceptical incredulity in Ar- 
mand’s eyes, and quickly, because she was afraid 
that he might say something which would offend the 
Count, she said: 

“That is indeed exciting! Do show us some of your 
magic. I would like it above all things.” 

The Count looked at her and there was something 
in the darkness of his eyes, which made her suddenly 

id. 
T will see evidence of my magic in due course,” 
he replied. “It is not a thing to be spoken of lightly or 
to be discussed with an air of frivolity. It is a very 
serious matter, one indeed of the greatest and most 
ending importance,” 

wis vole seemed to ring out almost on a note of 
triumph, and for a moment Rêve felt that he appeared 
like a man possessed, a man elated with some secret 
inner force greater than himself. f 

Then as her heart began to thump and her lips to go 
dry, Armand—as if he were quite unaware that any- 
thing untoward was occurring—drawled: er 

“I wish you would tell my fortune. Perhaps you 
be able to revive the past for as ae at be damned 
i ing if it were not too indiscreet. 
The fanatical light faded from the Count’s eyes. Réve 
thought that he drew a deep breath as if of anger; but 
when he answered Armand, it was in a normal voice 

ugh his words were curt. 

Dey ba tell fortunes, my dear Marquis, as if I were 
a gipsy at a fair. For the Emperor I make certain prog- 
nostications in which he has absolute faith. Sometimes 
I see things for other people, either intentionally or 
unintentionally, For those who find ita laughing matter 
I see only bad luck, ill fortune and disaster. 5 

“What a threat!” Armand said pleasantly. “Well, I 
suppose that under those circumstances I must let my 
future come as a surprise to me. It is a pity, though, 
that you take it so seriously. If you could ed the 
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winner of a race or what card was going to turn up at 
faro, it would be easy to make a fortune.” 

“I already have one,” the Count said quietly. 

Rêve knew that he was angry by the way his long, 
thin fingers were clasping the wineglass at his side, but 
Armand appeared to be quite unaware that the Count 
was in any way incensed. 

“So it appears,” Armand said happily. “Perhaps you 
have already found the philosopher’s stone which turns 
everything it touches into gold.” s 

“Perhaps I have,” the Count replied. 

Rêve could feel that the atmosphere was electric, and 
to change the subject she said: 

“After dinner will you not tell us something about 
your pictures, Monsieur? I can see that you have a very 
valuable collection.” í 

“I would like to do that,” the Count said, “but you 
must forgive me if I ask you to retire about eleven 
o'clock. I have something that I must do for the Em- 
peror tonight, a certain calculation that must be me de 
before midnight.” | 

“More prognostications?” Armand asked with a 
smile. “He keeps you at it then! I hope you charge him 
a decent fee. Even the Greeks brought gifts when they 
consulted the oracle.” 

“My reward,” the Count said stiffly, “is in knowing 
that I have both the Emperor’s friendship and his con- 

fidence in all that I predict.” O 
“That will be all right as long as you promise him 
victories,” Armand said; “but wait until the mon t 
comes when you have to mention a defeat. They we: e 
telling me at Fontainebleau what he was like when he 
learnt last week that the British had bombarded Co Jen- 
hagen, Fouché says he has never seen him in such a ft ry 
“He made frantic threats—foaming at the mouth as 
he did so—to invade England within a fortnight with 
a hundred thousand men. He swore to close every port 
in Europe against the stupid islanders, drive every Brit- 
ish minister from the Continent and arrest every in- 
dividual Englishman. j 
“A most undignified exhibition it appears to hav 
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been; but then what can one expect from someone who 
was not born to the purple? Indeed, Count, you had 
best keep to victories.” l ; 

Rêve tried to meet Armand’s eyes in a warning to 
say no more, but it was too late. The words were spo- 
ken and it was obvious that the Count was deeply 

ed. 
as neither a charlatan nor a liar, Monsieur le 
Marquis,” he said in a voice of fury which was almost 
q snarl, while Armand looked up at him in innocent 
nishment. 

Oe Blister it, but I didn’t mean to offend you!” he 
said with smiling good humour. “I know very little about 
such things, but I find it hard to credit that someone 
as intelligent as Napoleon should really believe in all this 
hocus-pocus about stars and the like. ae 

‘But you are an authority on such matters and if you 
say it is all the gospel truth, then far be it from me to 
argue with you. I will believe you and refrain from 
talking nonsense. So stop looking as mad as fire, my 
dear fellow, and let us drink to our future, whether we 
know what will happen in it or whether we don’t.” 

Armand’s voice seemed to mollify to a slight degree 
the Count’s anger, but Réve had the impression that he 
was only appeased superficially and that inadvertently 
Armand had created for himself a bitter enemy. 

Agitated and fearful, she forced the Count to talk to 
her of his pictures, doing her best to keep Armand out 
of the conversation until gradually with a sense of relief 
she realised that it was nearly eleven o’clock and they 
would be able to rétire to their rooms. 

She was aware that the Count was also watching the 
clock; and as the time for their departure drew nearer, 
his features seemed to sharpen and grow eager, there 
was a light in his eyes and an air of expectancy and ex- 
citement about him which was quite unmistakable. 

At last their formal adieux were said, and taking 
leave of the Count in the hall, Réve and Armand 
climbed the broad staircase towards their bedrooms. 
As they reached the landing and were out of earshot 
of their host, Réve whispered: 
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“I must speak with you.” 

“I will come to your room in five minutes,” Armand 
replied in a low voice. 

The fire was lit in the Queen’s Bedroom and the 
candelabra on the dressing-table and by the bedside 
were ablaze with tapers, yet the room seemed dark 
and chilly. 

Réve on entering glanced apprehensively towards the 
secret panel, but there was no sign of anything unusual; 
and having dismissed the maid who was waiting up for 
her, she sat in a low chair before the fireplace. Her 
eyes went again and again towards the panelled wall. 

Would Armand believe her, she wondered, not only 
when she told him about the woman who had appeared 
in her bedroom before dinner, but also about himself? 

There was so much to tell, It all sounded so fantas ic, 
such an incredible story, and she would almost be in- 
clined to sympathise with him were he to say that he 
did not believe one word of it and the whole thing was 
a figment of her imagination. 

A faint knock on the door made her start to her feet 
and run across the room to open it. Armand stoog 
there, and at the sight of him she felt somehow 
sured 























Nothing could be too frightening, too incredible 
when Armand was with her, even this strange ur ʻa- 
miliar Armand who treated her as a sister and who had 
little in common with the ardent lover she had known 
at Valmont. 4 

“Oh, I am glad you have come,” Rêve said quickly, 
drawing him into the room, shutting the door behind 
him and locking it, S 

“What is worrying you?” he asked. “I saw your 
face at dinner and realised that I was putting my foot 
into it, but what does it matter? The chap’s a pom JOUS 
fool with no sense of humour. You can’t possibly marry 
him and I shall tell him so tomorrow.” U 

Rêve gave a little sigh that was half a laugh and 

half a sob. i 
“Oh, Armand, you take everything so casually. Noth: 
ing seems to frighten you, nothing seems to shake 
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your imperturbability. Why, you might not be a French- 
i 

ee eWhat do you expect me to do?” he asked good- 

humouredly. “Shriek at the sight of my own shadow, 

or believe all that mumbo-jumbo with which he tried to 

delude the Emperor? A magician indeed! I credit he 

cannot even do a decent conjuring trick, if it comes to 

t.” . 3 . . 
That is where you are mistaken,” a voice said 

ietly. À 
T Rêve gave a little shriek. The interruption was so un- 
expected, but when she turned her head, she saw that 
the secret panel in the wall was open again and the 
woman whom she had seen earlier in the evening was 

ing slowly into the room. 
ee po yoa? What do you want?” Armand asked, 
jumping to his feet. - ; 
g= he was startled at the sudden interruption and 
the strange appearance of the woman advancing towards 
them. shay 

She had changed the mauve peignoir she had worn 
earlier in the evening for a dress of some dark trans- 
parent material which was covered with cabalistic de- 
signs—stars, the moon, a twisting snake, all embroid- 
ered in silver, and on her breast, hanging from her neck 
by a chain of diamonds, was a swastika of blood-red 
rubies. 

She came right across the room before she spoke 
and when she did, her voice was low and had a queer 
husky quality which was almost hypnotic in its depth 
and resonance. Maes i 

“I warned you earlier in the evening, she said to 
Rêve, “but you did not take my warning. If you are 
wise, you will leave now, and at once. If you wait 
until tomorrow, it will be too late—yes, too late for 
anyone to save you.” Ge 

Réve found to her surprise that she was holding tight- 
ly on to Armand’s hand. She did not even realise that 
she had drawn closer to him, but there was comfort 
in the warmth and strength of his fingers. 
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“Why do you want my sister to leave here?” Ar- 
mand inquiried, 
The woman looked at him. 
“She is in danger,” she replied simply; 
Then, as she looked into Armand’s face, a strange 
expression came into her eyes, 
“You too are in danger, Monsieur,” she said slowly, 
“I can see it shadowing you—-danger—prison and 
worse still—death.” 
Réve gave a little exclamation. ; 
“Why do you say that?” she cried. “Tell me, why 
do you say that?” 
The woman blinked her eyes as if she would clear 
her vision, | 
“I know not,” she said dully, “I saw it clearly for 
the moment, but now it has gone. The danger is for 
you, Mademoiselle, not for your brother. It is you who 
must leave here, now and at once,” 
“But why?” Rêve asked. “You must explain ner, 
you must give us a reason why we must go.” | 
“You need a reason!” the woman said. “My poor 
child, I will give you one and then you will understand 
from what I am trying to save you.” 
“But why should you try to save my sister from nis 
danger whatever it may be?” Armand asked in a tone 
of logical common sense. 
“I am doing it for her sake,” the woman replied, “I 
am doing it for Giles. Because I have worked for nim. 
because in the past I have loved him and he ha 
loved me, and I would save him from the final ime, 
the final sin against God. There is no salvation for me, 
I am past it; but because he believes, because he nas 
complete faith in what he does, there is hope for im 
if he does not commit the greatest crime of all,” 
“And what is that?” Armand asked. hi. 
The woman glanced over her shoulder as if she were 
afraid of being overheard. She put out her hands and 
laid one on Réve’s arm, the other on Armand’s, He 
fingers were cold and Réve shivered at her touch, 
There was something eerie and horrible about t 


woman and yet it was impossible not to believe that 
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was acting sincerely. Whatever she said, she was doing 
; st. . 
E aad sha the woman said, “I am Marie- 
Madeleine, and many years ago Giles de Durieux sai 
my lover. I was young a cmb ge ee T pë 

re of me than love, a 
m wt do because I loved him, because I wished 
z a a i you understand, although 
I had been brought up in the Faith. But my love ra 
Giles was greater than my love for God, and I 

of me. 
we aa at first had seemed an amusing hobby 
became gradually with him an obsession, his life’s work. 
He had natural powers, it was true. He had been “A 
since a child and he was clairvoyant. Often he coul 
see things about people which others could not see. 

“Then he found old books on necromancy, books 
which revealed to him the mysteries of sorcery, de- 
monology, vampirism and the hidden secrets of the su- 
pernatural, He met other men, as skilled and as 
knowledgeable as he was himself, and he began to 

and yet more er. 

veel becak his ramii his ma . creature ira 

his bidding because I had no longer any 
ar ee I sm infatuated with him, but even 
I began to be afraid as I saw to what lengths his 
desire of power would take him—power not as other 
men want it for riches, for victories, but power over the 
elements and the spirits that dwell in the universe, pow- 
er over the dead as well as over the living—that was 
what Giles wanted, and that is what he is willing to 
isk everything to obtain.” 
eS what ue Réve began, but the woman inter- 
rupted her with what was almost a fierce gesture. 

“There is no time to talk,” she said, “we have so 
little time. I am trying to make you understand, trying 
to make you see the danger you run in being here. 

“Three years ago Giles came into possession of a 
palaeographic manuscript. It was very old and had been 
kept hidden from the eyes of the world by a secret 
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society centuries old and of great magic power. It was 
given to Giles to read and from the moment he had 
read it he has thought of nothing else. It told him, 
this manuscript, that to obtain the final initiation, to” 
free himself from the last bondage of mortal man he 
must make a supreme sacrifice. 
“He must sacrifice his first-born child, a child that. 
must be conceived by him of a virgin, born under the 
right planets and of his equal both in birth and breed- 
ing. Giles began to look for a girl who would answe 
this description, but she was not easy to find.” | 
Rêve gave a little convulsive murmur. 
“Yes,” Marie-Madeleine said, as if she had spoker 
“it was you on whom his choice finally fell. He saw you 
at the Palace and he told me that when he saw you it 
was as if you were enveloped in a great white light a id 
he knew that you had been sent there deliberately ar d 
for his own purpose. 9 
“He made exhaustive inquiries about your birth and 
found that you had been born at the right time of the 
year, under the right stars and the right sign of the 
Zodiac. From that moment he has never rested until 
you promised to marry him, until he had got the 2m- 
peror to agree to hurry forward the ceremony. ri 
“Tomorrow morning you will receive a communica= 
tion from the Emperor, instructing you to marry the 
Count before noon. It will be a command, and one jou 
dare not disobey. That is why I beg you to escape now. 
Leave at once, fly from the castle while there is yet 

time.” ql 
“But how can we be sure that you are telling us 
the truth?” Armand asked. “= 
The woman looked up at him and her thin, line 
face was somehow infinitely pathetic. | = 
“I cannot blame you for asking that question, Mon. 
sieur,” she said. “Come with me. Already Giles begins 
the ceremonies which must take place before he it 
spiritualised and ready for marriage with your sister. 
“If he should know that I had told you nis, hi 
would kill me; and yet I am not afraid to die, it is for 
him I am afraid, for his soul, which he has alre r 
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i Devil, but which I would save from the 
doia aan in the destruction and death of 
j ild. 
ee you must, but do not make a sound, for 
if he discovers us, we are all lost and for you, like me, 

i no escape.” hs 
thee ee aed as she spoke and picking up 
a candle from the dressing-table, she led the way 
through the panel in the wall. Rêve and Armand found 
themselves stepping from the Queen's Bedroom into a 
tiny empty chamber which was obviously a secret room 
concealed between the panellings of two great adja- 

ons. 
oo Maa touched a spring on the opposite 
side of the wall and another secret door was revealed. 
When they had stepped through it, they found them- 
selves in a big, unfurnished room, and passing through 
it they came into a long, dark passage. 

With a finger to her lips to indicate silence Marie- 
Madeleine led the way. The passage twisted and turned 
and, although she held the candle high above her head, 
she moved so quickly that the flame blown by the 
draught make little light, and only by clinging tightly to 
Armand’s hand did Réve feel assured that she would 
not stumble or bruise herself. Finally Marie-Madeleine 
to $ 
; eal again there was no door, only a dark wall. In 
a voice so low that they could hardly hear her, she 
said: 

“Do not say a word or you will be discovered. Watch 
for a little while, then creep away and escape from 
the Castle as speedily as you can. Follow the passage 
by which we have come. The doors are open into the 
Queen’s Bedchamber,. Close them when you return 5O 
that your departure will not be connected with me.’ 

“We will do that,” Armand answered. ) 

“I will leave the candle here,” Marie-Madeleine 
said. “It will burn for about an hour, not longer.” 

As she spoke, she put it down on the floor and, 
searching for a secret spring, pressed the panelling with 
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her fingers. A small narrow piece slid back silently and 
Réve saw that in front of them was an organ loft, 

It was surrounded by a thick balustrade of carved 
oak, from which it was possible to see and yet not be 
seen. From below them came the sound of voices raised 
in a chant, and under cover of this it was easy to move - 
forward without being heard, | 

It was very dark and Rêve had to feel her way over 
the rough surface of the boards which floored the loft; 
then, kneeling at the balustrade, she peeped through © 
between the carvings to see what lay below. 

She felt Armand join her. His shoulder was against 
hers and his hand gripped her trembling fingers. She 
glanced up at him but she could not see his face. She 
turned again to look below. | 

As she had expected, she was looking down into a 
Chapel. It was a very beautiful one, structurally Gothic, 
with carved oak stalls and elaborately painted tombs 
which had been ornamented and decorated with gilt and 
mosaic until they shone and glittered with an almost 
dazzling brilliance. In the chancel were hundreds of 
lighted candles. | 

Tall white tapers soared high on the altar and in 
carved sconces behind the choir stalls. There were sanc- 
tuary lamps of shimmering silver whose lights flickered 
miystically and there was the thick pungent fragrance of 
incense rising in small purple clouds from a censer of 
gold set with rubies and swung by a fairhaired, effemin- 
oo acolyte clothed in crimson and priceless 

e. s 

The chanting, too, was beautiful, boys’ voices trans- 
cendent in their quality, rising high and exquisite until 
the whole building seemed to ring with them. ¥ 

“What is wrong with this?” Rêve thought. “I do not 
understand.” 3 

Then what she saw made her gasp and tighten her 
hold on Armand until her nails cut into his flesh. 
the altar was a human form. A 

She had not noticed it at first, for the candles had 
been so bright, but now she saw that it was the body 
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of a woman, quite naked, lying on the white cloth in an 
attitude of sensuous abandon. 

Above her was a great jewelled crucifix, exquisitely 
fashioned, glittering with fabulous gems—but it was 
turned upside down. 

It was then that Réve understood. She was watching 
the Black Mass! The service of those who had sold 
themselves to the Devil and who had forfeited even the 
mercy of God in the degradation to which they had 
stooped. 

Vaguely Réve remembered hearing that such cere- 
monies had taken place during the Revolution, but that 
even the most hardened sinners and atheists spoke of 
them with horror. 

For any son of the Church who took part in the mass 
was to be damned for all eternity. 

With a sense of fear which was almost agonising in 
its intensity Réve saw the Count enter from the sacristy. 

He was wearing vestments exquisitely embroidered 
on priceless brocade, but the symbols entwined in gol- 
den thread and ornamented with jewels were the sym- 
bols of the Devil himself. On his face there was that 
look of fanatical exaltation and triumph of which she 
had caught a pale reflection at dinner. The evil was 
shining forth from him as if from some hidden fire 
within and his lips were wet with saliva. 

As he approached the altar and the body of the 
naked woman, the voices of the choir rose in exalta- 
tion which fell at length into silence and then into the 
slow repetition of a prayer. 

They were repeating the Lord’s Prayer backwards, 
and it seemed to Réve as if from the body of the Chap- 
el there came up towards her and Armand such an 
atmosphere of horror, evil and wickedness that she must 
faint from the very impact of it. 

Indeed she felt as if her will-power was leaving her 
and she was being sucked down into some dread under- 
current of foulness from which she could not free her- 
self. 

She felt herself sinking, felt as if she voluntarily sur- 
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rendered her will, her thoughts and her very soul to an 
Octopus reaching out to encircle her with its tentacles 

But as she gasped for breath, feeling that she was 
drowning in some ghastly cesspool from which she 
could never save herself, she felt Armand’s arm go 
around her and knew that he was taking her away. 

At that moment she must have completely lost con- 
sciousness, for when she opened her eyes again she was 
back in the Queen’s Bedroom, lying on the sofa, ané 
Armand was bending over her with a glass of water 
in his hand. 

“Drink this,” he said, and his face was stern in he 
light of the candles. . 

“Oh, Armand,” she gasped, “save me! Save me!” 

“We will get away at once,” he answered. “Are 
you well enough to travel?” 4 

Rêve took another sip of the water and sat up. | 

“I am well enough to do anything rather than stay 
here,” she said. “Oh, Armand, I am frightened. Sup- 
posing he stops us?” r 

“He will not do that,” Armand said quietly. d 

Looking at his face, Rêve realised that his langour 
and his air of boredom had gone, Here was a man DUT- 
poseful, determined, a man whom she could trust utter- 
ly and completely., | 

She felt her heart leap towards him. She knew wi h- 
out his telling her that this was no time to talk. hey 

must go and at once. E 
With an effort she rose to her feet and, going to the 
wardrobe, she took down her travelling-cloak of Jarl 
velvet trimmed with fur and threw it over her shoulde 
There was no time to worry about anything else. K 
She slipped a handkerchief into the bosom of he 
dress and remembered thankfully that she was W saring 
her gown of white crêpe which was fashioned on Gre 
cian lines with a full pleated skirt. a 
If she had to ride a horse, as undoubtedly she x 
it would not hamper her movement as many of hi 
other dresses would have done. , 
“Are you ready?” Armand asked. ‘ 
As she nodded, he opened the door and g anced 
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: landing. There was no one about, and he 
ae rr after mi closing the door behind them, They 
crossed the landing to his own room. It took him but a 
few minutes to find his purse and travelling-cloak. 

Now they were ready. The difficulty would be -to 
escape from the Castle. Armand looked over the stairs. 
Candles illuminated the great hall, but there was no 

i ndance. 

ooe he and Rêve descended the stairs side by 
side, and passing through the Great Hall they came to 
the other vestibule. It was then, even as Armand put 
out his hand towards the bolts and chains fastening the 
front door, that they heard the sound of horses’ hoofs 
ppe was arriving. They heard horses drawn to 
a standstill, the clink of harness, a man’s voice and 
the sound of footsteps coming up the marble steps. 

Rêve looked at Armand and they both knew there 
was no time to be lost. Swiftly he drew her back into 
the Great Hall and with a deft movement drew aside 
one of the long velvet curtains which were drawn over 

arest window. 
N ho slipped behind it and Armand followed her. They 
hardly concealed themselves before they heard foot- 
steps approaching from the other end of the Great Hall 
which led towards the servanť’s quarters, 

Rêve felt as if she must suffocate with sheer terror. 
She could see nothing, but she could hear the lackey’s 
feet passing their hiding-place, could hear the bolts on 
the front door being pulled back, the key turned in the 
lock and the creak as the heavy nail-studded door swung 
open. f 

Then a man’s voice said: l 

“I must speak immediately with Comte Giles de 

eux,” 
an le Comte is engaged at this moment, Mon- 
sieur.” i 

There was the sound of heavy footsteps entering the 
Great Hall, as if someone had pushed past the lackey 
and entered the Castle. ; 

“Tell the Count with my compliments that Captain 
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Ettiene, of the Emperor’s bodyguard, wishes to spe ak 
with him immediately. Make it quite clear that I came 
here on the Emperor’s business and there must be no 
delay.” | 

“Very good, Monsieur.” 

There was a sound of footsteps withdrawing and more 
footsteps entering the Castle. Another man joined the 
first; Réve could hear the clink of his spurs, | 

“Is Prévost staying with the horses?” a man asked. 

“Yes, there are apparently no grooms about at thie 
hour of night. They are obviously not expecting 
visitors.” | 

“Well, why should they be,” the man who had calle¢ 
himself Captain Ettiene asked, “especially unwelco me 
ones?” 

“We shall certainly be that,” the other man answered, 
“This is what I call an uncomfortable mission. Ix ish 
to God the Emperor had chosen someone else for the 
job.” , 
“Oh, it’s all in the day’s work,” Captain Ettiene e- 
plied. “I must say the fellow looked all right to me, | 

spoke to him once or twice at Fontainebleau!” 

“Miollis says he was suspicious from the first.” 

“Oh, it’s easy to say that afterwards! Besides, w nat 
do first suspicions amount to? The whole thing may be 
a misunderstanding,” 

“The Duchess de Monestier is certain that he 
spy.” of 

“That's an easy way of getting rid of one’s un 
wanted lovers,” Captain Ettiene sneered. < 

Rêve felt as if a cold hand was squeezing her heart, 
At first when the men entered the Castle she had beer 
afraid that she and Armand would be discovered in the 
act of escaping from it, but now she was afraid of 
something much more sinister. K: 

There was the sound of footsteps coming across the 
hall, then the Count’s voice, angry and rising to a high 
falsetto. A note of hysteria was in his tone. He brought 
with him the scent of incense which percolated be- 
hind the heavy velvet curtains and made Réve shudde 
as if the fragrance in itself was impregnated with evi 
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“I am informed that you gentlemen are here on the 


: i i 'eatest inconvenience 
mperor’s business. It is of the greates 
nat interrupt me now at this particular moment.” 


“We apologise for any inconveneince we may have 
aan oan Sloni le Comte,” Captain Ettiene re- 
plied, “but on the Emperor’s commands we have come 
here with all possible speed to arrest a guest in your 

tle.” : 
ary guest of mine?” the Count inquired. 

“Yes, a man calling himself Monsieur le Marquis 

’Augeron,” 

: “But why should he be arrested?” 

“He is believed to be an imposter. Information has 
been given to the Emperor that he is not in fact the 

is d’Augeron.” 
elt the oat extraordinary assertion I have ever 
heard,” the Count exclaimed. “The Marquis is the half- 
brother of the lady who is to be my wife. I must have 
proof of what you say before I allow you to insult him 
ch suggestions.” 
T Mr been given to the Emperor, Monsieur, 
by the Duchess de Monestier and I think I am right in 
saying by Count Metternich.” : 

“The Austrian Ambassador!” the Count exclaimed. 
“What has he got to do with it?” ' 

Nh I ci tell you, Monsieur,” Captain Ettiene 
replied, “but to convince you that this is not a wild- 
goose chase I would tell you that the Emperor has seen 
a portrait of the real Marquis d’Augeron which does not 
resemble in the slightest the gentleman using that title. 

“Portraits are not always a reliable testimony of a 
man’s looks,” the Count said testily.” 

“That may be the usual rule,” Captain Ettiene re- 
plied, “but in this case the portrait reveals a certain 
characteristic which we have since confirmed from Mon- 
sieur Fouché’s office to be indubitably true about the 
real Marquis d’Augeron.” 

“And wh is that?” the Count inquired. 

“That the Marquis has only one eye,” Captain Et- 
tiene said. “He lost the other in a duel which took place 
five years ago in Vienna.” 
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There was a moment's pause, 

“My guest undoubtedly has the use of both his eyes,” 
the Count said hesitatingly, 

“Then perhaps you will be kind enough to let us 
proceed at once to his bedchamber. By the Emperor’s 
order he is under arrest and we are to take him im- 
mediately to Fontainebleau where further inquiries will 
be made as to his true identity.” 

“I cannot of course prevent you from doing your 
duty,” the Count said coldly, “but I must beg that you 
are as discreet and as quiet as possible in making — 
your arrest. I do not wish my future bride to be dis- 
turbed nor is there any reason for her tọ know that her 
half-brother has left the Castle.” 

“You will doubtless think of some tale in the morn- 
ing to account for his disappearance, Monsieur.” 

There was a hint of sarcasm in Captain Ettiene’s tone, 

“That point you may leave with confidence in my 
hands, Captain.” 

“Our business, Monsieur le Comte, is entirely with 
the man calling himself le Marquis d’Augeron,” Cap- 
tain Ettiene replied, “and, as you suggest, we will be as 
quiet as possible,” 

“A footman will show you to his room. And now, 
gentlemen, if you will excuse me, I am engaged ¢ 1 
important matters of great delicacy which cannot = 
er be delayed.” | 

“Bon soir, Monsieur le Comte, and thank you,” 
tain Ettiene said. 

“Bon soir, gentlemen.” i 

Rêve heard the Count cross the hall; then she heard 
the slow footsteps of the officers going upstairs. She 
hardly dared to breathe for fear of betraying their hid- 
ing-place. E 

ut before she had time to think, before she had 
time to consider what Armand’s reactions must be to 
what he had heard, she felt his hand on her arm as he 
drew back the curtain and they stepped from their hid- 
ing place. Swiftly he led her across the hall and into he 
vestibule, aig 

There was only one sleepy footman guarding the 
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r. He was in the act of yawning as Armand 
pe and with a powerful uppercut, which Ar- 
mand had learned in Gentleman Jackson’s rooms in 
Bond Street, he was knocked out before he had time to 

ish stretching. 
s a nije the door was open and Armand was 
hurrying Rêve down the stone steps to where below 
them three hhorses pe standing in the moonlight, an 
lding their bridles. en 
na v they approached, and something in Ar- 
mand’s purposeful advance made his hand reach in- 
stinctively towards his sword. But before he could draw 
it, Armand was upon him, 
S i was not b Nei big man and Armand took him 
up bodily and threw him over the courtyard wall into 
the lake. Rêve heard a splash as he struck the water, 
and then Armand’s arm was round her waist and he 
swung her up into the saddle of the nearest horse. 
“Pray Heaven you can ride well,” he said, and to her 
own surprise she answered him with a light laugh. i) 
“You will find it hard to keep up with me,” she 
answered confidently, and noted the ease with which 
he swung himself into the saddle of the other horse. Fi 
Now they were away, galloping full speed a e 
drawbridge and through the open gates which S em 
through the park and out into the open eee a 
Rêve looked back m mo The Castle 
ux was bathed in moo 
j grandeur had a magnificent, almost breath-taking 
beauty yet she knew that she was escaping from o 
thing utterly evil and so long as Armand was at her 
side she was no longer afraid. 
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They had galloped for about two miles across country 
when they came under the shelter of some thick trees, 
Here Armand reined in his horse. . 
“We will ride through this wood,” he said. “Fol. 
low me.” , 
He turned and rode ahead down a grassy path which 
led them to a clearing in what appeared to be the very 
heart of the wood itself. i 
Armand drew his horse to a standstill and afte Pi 
listening for a moment to hear if he could detect the 
sound of anyone following them he turned to Réve and 
said abruptly: A 
“Who am I?” 
She could see his face in the moonlight, the scar 
from his wound standing out darkly against his fore- 
head, and she had an urgent impulse to hold out her 
arms to him and beg him to reassure her of his love 
and affection before she told him anything. 4 
If they had been alone together in a room, she might 
have sought the protection of his arms; but now on 
horseback and in danger of pursuit there was 1 othing 
She could do but answer him honestly and with the 
Same abruptness with which he had asked the question, 
“You are English,” she said, “and your name is the 
Viscount Sheringham.” s 
She thought he started with surprise at her ply, 
but it was difficult to read the expression on his face, 
For a moment he said nothing and then at length in a 
strange voice the inflection of which she could not un- 
derstand he said: | 2, 
“So I am English! I might have known it! I might 
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have guessed I had nothing in common with these 
damned Frenchmen.” : 

“Yes, you are English,” Rêve said, and there was a 

int of anger in her tone. 
eTa ‘why__?” Armand began, then checked the 
words on his lips. 

He swung himself down from his horse and, leaving 
the animal free to crop the short tufts of grass, he 
walked the few steps to Réve’s side and lifted her down 
from the saddle. 

She felt his arms around her waist and as she swayed 
towards him she was conscious of his strength and felt 
a sudden thrill go through her. She loved him, and what- 
ever he said or did, however incensed he might be, 
however much he might antagonise her, she would still 
love him now and until her life’s end. 

But almost before she had realised that he had 
touched her she was free of him, and standing apart 
from her he said sternly: 

“Now tell me everything, and I want the truth re- 
member; all of it.” 

Rêve threw back her heavy travelling cloak from her 
shoulders. The hood had fallen from her head during 
the ride and now as she raised her face towards Ar- 
mand’s she realised that she was facing the moonlight 
while his face was in shadow. 

She felt that he had arranged this deliberately so that 
he could watch her eyes and see whether or not she 
told the truth, and once again she felt her anger rise 
a little that he should be so arbitrary. 

“I will tell you the truth,” she said slowly. “I would 
have told you it long ago had I not been afraid that 
what you would hear might be detrimental to your 
health. You know that you have lost your memory, 
and if what I tell you does not appear to you credible, 
you have yet got to take my word for it because it is the 
truth as I know it, that and nothing else.” 

“Tell me what you know,” Armand said, and it was 
a command. 

For a moment Rêve hesitated. Where should she be- 
gin? It was hard to tell a man who remembered noth- 
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ing that he had come upon her bathing in what she had 
believed was the secret seclusion of her own lake— 
that he had seen her naked and fallen in love with her, 
How could she relate such a story—not to Armand, 
but to this hard-voiced stranger who appeared to be 
ready not only to doubt the verity of all that she told 
him but also to criticise her for having kept the truth 
from him when he was wounded and very near death, 
It was impossible, quite impossible, to tell him what 
had happened that first evening. 
Indeed there were no words in which she could de- 
scribe the magic of that moment when they had looked 
into each other’s eyes and had known: themselves in 
love, no words in which she could relate that moment 
of ecstasy when his lips had touched hers and it had 
seared itself indelibly into her heart for all time, 
She could not explain what had happened to her— 
or to him; she could not translate those moments of 
divine beauty into the banal, mundane terms of every= 
day emotions and occurrences. 2 
She had not anticipated that, when the moment came 
for her to reveal to Armand who he was, this embar- 
rassing situation would arise. She had always believe ł 
that his memory would return and that with it would 
come the realisation of what they had meant to sach 
other. 
She had never thought of their love as being dead 
or even changed, but merely as being laid aside, ` fe 
now that she had to speak, had to make some exp ana- 
tion, she felt as if her voice died in her throat and he: 
lips were too dry to frame the words. | 
“I am waiting,” Armand said sharply. 
“It is a long story,” Rêve replied quickly. “Are 
wise to make this delay? They will be searching fo 
you, and for me too. At any moment we may hear the 
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sound of hoofs. Let us make for the coast while tt ore ii 

still time so that somehow, by some means, you Cal 

escape to England.” ‘i 
“I am waiting,” Armand repeated. 


Rêve gave a little sigh of desperation. a 
“I was sitting by the lake at Valmont one « zenin, 
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she began, “when a man called Paul de Frémond ar- 
rived. He told me that my half-brother, whom I was 
expecting to arrive from Amsterdam, had been killed in 
a drunken brawl. 

“He—he then insulted me. You—you must have 
heard my cries, for you—-came to my rescue. You 
made Paul de Frémond release me, and when he turned 
and saw who you were, he said: ‘Faith, if it isn’t Sher- 
ingham. What the hell are you doing here? 

“He accused you of being a spy on French soil, and 
said it was an extraordinary thing to find the son of 
the Prime Minister of England in such a position. You 
had apparently known each other when you were both 
at Eton and Oxford, You accused Paul de Frémond of 
having caused the death of one of your friends, and he 
did not deny it. Then—then you fought a duel. 

“Paul de Frémond fired too soon, only—you seemed 
to anticipate his action and by some miraculous move- 
ment you avoided his bullet, but you shot him through 
the heart. He crumpled up and lay bleeding on the 

und. 
P When you went to his aid, he drew a dagger from 
the inner pocket of his coat and stabbed you in the © 
head. It was a treacherous blow and I thought at first 
that it was a fatal one. 

“Tt was only after you had been carried to the 
Château that I realised that I had got to make some ex- 
planation as to who you were and why I had taken you 
into my home.” 

“And why had you?” Armand asked. 

Rêve twisted her fingers together nervously. 

“You—you were wounded—you had tried to save 
me—lI felt it was the least I could do for you in re- 
turn.” 

“And yet you already knew and believed that I was 
an Englishman spying on your countrymen?” 

“Yes—yes,” Réve admitted; “but I knew too that you 
called yourself Armand de Ségury, and that you were 
staying at the Inn at St. Benis.” 

“How did you know that?” 

“We—we had met before.” 
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“Wh en?” 

“One—one night. I—I found you—er—wandering 
in the woods. We talked together. You told me that you 
were a traveller in France, But—when de Frémond 1 
came, you were wounded in my defence and I thought 
that I must save your life, so I pretended that you were 
my half-brother. It was all done on the impulse of 
the moment and there was no time to consider whether 
it was a wise thing to do or not.” 

“And having done that,” Armand said, “knowing 
that I was a spy, you let me meet the Emperor, let me 
go with you to Fontainebleau and ever become aide- 
de-camp to Napoleon Bonaparte. I confess it is extra- 
ordinary behaviour on the part of a Frenchwoman.” 

Réve bowed her head. 

“Yes,” she said faintly. “I—I suppose it—does seem 
—extraordinary.” Ji 

In one step Armand crossed the intervening space 
between them, and, putting his hand under her chin 
he turned her face up to his. 

“You are not telling me the truth,” he said accusing- 
ly. “There is something behind all this, something you 
are keeping from me. If you knew me to be an En glish- 
man and a spy, you should have handed me over to 
the authorities immediately. If you had done tt at, 
there would have been no need to continue your subter- 
fuge and lies about a man who might at any mo ment 
have assassinated your Emperor.” A 

Rêve felt herself quiver in his hold, but her eyes 
were forced to meet his. She wondered why he did not 
read in them her love for him, which seemed to fill 
her whole being to the exclusion of all else. A 

“I was not afraid that you would do that,” she 
said in a very small voice. a 

“Why not?” Armand demanded. 

“It would not have been honourable or the ac ion 
of a gentleman,” she replied. 


He released her almost roughly. = 
“How do you know how honourable a spy would 
be when he is concerned in a foreign country?” Ar- 


mand said. “I cannot understand how you could hav 
a 


216 


IA 
d 





itted me to come with you to Fontainebleau, be 
Pen Bienes to learn even the most intimate se- 
f his Council.” 

There was a sudden sound far off in the woods. It 
might have been but the falling of a branch, but Réve 
d violently. £ 
Oa that Sos have learned those secrets, she 
said, “and the Emperor already knows you for an im- 
poster, do you imagine that your life will be safe for 
one single instant?” a a 

“You are right there,” Armand said. “We had 

on.” ‘ 

e helped her on to her horse and once again they 
Sie? pata Y It was only when they were riding down 
a dark path that Rêve veji 

“Where are we going?” i 

“I have thought of that,” Armand replied. “If we 
strike north across country, we should come to Valmont. 
I can leave you there in safety with Antoinette. $ 

“Leave me!” The words were a cry of horror. “But, 
Armand, you do not understand! However incensed 
the Emperor may be with me for aiding and abetting 
you, he will still insist that my marriage to the Count de 

ieux should take place.” 

Fy chek not,” Armand said. “Besides, where else can 
I take you?” 

“Take me with you,” Réve replied passionately. 
“Take me to wherever you are going.” ? 

“But that is impossible,” he answered. I must, of 
course, return to England. I must find out if I am in- 
deed the man you say I am. At any rate any useful 
work I might have achieved in France is now at an 
end. I shall be hunted, pursued, and every loyal French- 
man’s hand will be against me. It will be a question of 
wits—whether the hounds will get the fox before he 
can run to earth. : 

“The idea amuses me, for I am not afraid for my- 
self; and if I am captured, I suppose it is as good a way 
of dying as any other. But you must be saved, There 
is no one else I can leave you with except Antoinette, 

“Neither Antoinette nor anyone else can protect me 
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at the moment,” Réve answered. “Even supposing the 
Count does not wish to marry me after what has oc - 
red what do you imagine will be my position when it ig 
discovered who you are. I have harboured you, I have 
sponsored you, I have deliberately deceived—not only 
you, but the Emperor himself.” d 

“You can say that you did not know who I was. 
that I told you I was your brother and you believed 
me,” Armand said. | 

“Do you think they would credit that?” Rêve in. 
quired. { 

He did not answer and there was a long silence 
while they jogged along. Réve realised that Arms ad 
was deliberately choosing difficult, obscure paths which 
led through woods and across country, and with some 
skill avoiding the roads and villages. | 

Fortunately the horses were fresh and Réve thou 

that Captain Ettiene and his officers must have chan veg 
mounts shortly before they arrived at Creux, doubtless 
thinking of the journey back to Fontainebleau whet 
they would be taking Armand with them. f 

It was hard to ride in silence, and yet she reg se 
with an instinct which came from her knowledge o 
Armand’s character, that she would gain nothing b 
pleading with him too desperately until he had thot 
out the situation as it stood. 4 

She was terrified that he might insist on her re nain 
ing at Valmont while he sought to escape alone; an 
yet some strength and courage within herself told h 
that, when the moment came, she would somehow cot 
tinue to prevent him from doing this and that she roul 
go with him whether he desired it or not. . 

It was sufficient for the moment to know th: t sh 
had left him doubtful and dismayed about the s cce: 
of his plan, and that, whether he realised that she love 
him or not, he would be too chivalrous to allow her ti 
bear the consequences of the deception which s ae h 
practised for him and for his sake alone. he 

At last after a long time Armand spoke again, 

“It is impossible,” he said slowly. d 

“What is?” Rêve asked. 
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“That I should try to get you away to England,” he 
he, “Tt will ak leaving Valmont almost as soon 
as we get there. It would not be safe to linger in 
the house, for ae or later they are bound to look 

in your own home. 
a have oon of that,” Rêve replied, “but in some 
ways it might be the safest place. They would hardly 
think that, being "pae we aige seek to conceal 
in such an obvious spot. an 

om is that point, of course,” Armand said, “yet 
they will remember that we are bound to obtain fresh 
horses. Fortunately I have a certain amount of money 
with me, but I should be relieved to have what I left 
behind at Valmont when we departed for Fontaine- 
Son left some money behind?” Rêve asked. “You 
did not tell me so. Did you put it somewhere safe? 

“J think so,” Armand replied. “Antoinette showed 
me the secret panel behind which your father kept his 
valuables. She was certain that no one else knew of its 
existence save herself.” A i 

“She has never told even me of it,” Rêve said. i 

“We must carry what gold we can,” Armand said, 
“for we must buy horses as we go. Are we likely to 

in two at Valmont?” i 
Eie indeed,” Rêve replied. “It will not be difficult 
there to obtain horses and good ones. Part of the stables 
and the old paddock are used by a Farmer Barrois who 
is interested in breeding horse-flesh. He has always 
proved himself both loyal and devoted in anything I 
have asked of him.” 

“Good,” Armand said briefly, “that is one problem 
ae I may come with you?” Réve asked in a yery 

all voice. 
a do not know what to reply to that,” he answered. 


“I cannot leave you alone to face the consequences of- 


this or to endure the Emperor’s rage. Yet if I take 
you with me and I am captured, it will be all the 
worse for you.” ha 

“But I am more than ready to take that risk,” Rêve 
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said, and her voice was light and suddenly imbued with 
happiness. “Let me come with you, Armand.” 3 
“To where?” he inquired, “Are you wise to trust me 
like this? What do you know of me? And what indeed 
do I know about myself? You tell me I am the Vis- 
count Sheringham. I will be honest with you and admit: 
that, though the words have a vaguely familiar sound, 
I can remember nothing tangible or concrete about 
them. 
“England, it is true, grows clearer in my mind every 
day, yet I cannot remember my father, relatives, or 
even my friends. Napoleon Bonaparte seems very real 
to me, but I cannot recall what the King of England 
looks like or if indeed there is one. ‘ 
“Are you wise to throw in your lot with a man such 
as I am? Suppose when we get to England—if we are 
lucky enough to escape from our pursuers, you dis- 
cover that I am a beggar, a pauper, a thief, what will 
you do then?” É 
Rêve knew the answer, but she dared not say it. E OW 
could she tell Armand that whoever he was, howe ver 
humble or however penniless, she would still love him? 
Were he a murderer or a felon hanging from the 
gallows, she would still love him with her whole hear 
and soul, still ask only that she might be at his sidi 
until death finally separated them. a 
She did not answer, and at last Armand turned his 
head and said mockingly: 4 
“Well, have I frightened you at last?” i 
She realised that she had not answered his last qu 
tion. | 
“Nothing frightens me,” she replied, “except the idea 
of marriage with the Count de Durieux. Oh, Armand, 
did not believe such evil existed in the world.” T 
“Do you suppose Napoleon knows with what sort ¢ 
man he is dealing?” Armand inquired. i 
“Princess Pauline said that her brother would 1 eve 
go into battle save when the prophecies of the soothsay 
ers assured him that he would be victorious,” Réy 
said. “You have seen the Emperor. He is a man whos 
mind is concentrated entirely on victory. te 
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“Tf the Count promises him that some battle will go 
in his favour and the event proves him to be right, I 
feel sure that the Emperor will think that nothing the 
Count does in his private life is of the slightest conse- 

nce. 
ary victory for France is all that matters! A ruler 
who will sacrifice the lives of a million men to achieve 
that is not interested in the hearts and souls of in- 
dividuals.” 

Armand nodded. 

“You are right there. An eagle soaring heavenwards 
is concerned with nothing but his own flight.” 

Réve felt her heart contract at the words. She remem- 
bered that day at Valmont when Armand and the old 
Duchess had talked together and spoken of love as 

ing an eagle. 
oe apy ol then that that was how Armand had 
brought love to her—fierce, strong, ecstatic—and her 
love had soared like the greatest and strongest of the 
birds high into the heavens of happiness. 

And yet so many things had happened to change and 
destroy that happiness that now she felt a feeling of 
utter despair creep over her. Armand no longer loved 
her, and while she prayed blindly that his love was but 
forgotten, she must face the fact that it might be dead. 

Supposing she went with him back to England and 
found that he was married or that he had other women 
who meant more to him than she did? 

Supposing that, penniless, friendless and utterly desti- 
tute, he left her alone in a strange country and returned 
to his own life, or his own environment and forgot 
her very existence? 

For a moment everything seemed very dark at the 
mere idea; then briefly she told herself that she had 
suffered so deeply and endured so much for the sake of 
her love that this was no time to surrender herself to 
dismal forebodings. 

For better or worse, whatever the future might bring 
forth, her life was linked with Armand’s. Perhaps they 
would never reach England, and if he was to die, she 
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-When night falls, we can go to Valmont and enter. 
































must die too. Somewhere in eternity they would still be 
together. 

“We should hurry,” she said aloud. “We have a long 
way to go before we reach England and safety.” 

Even as she said the words she realised that in the 
east the first pale flush of dawn was coming up in 
the sky. At her words Armand suddenly put out his 
hand and laid it on hers and she held the horse’s reins, 

“I like your courage,” he said, and she flushed as if 
he had paid her an extravagant compliment, 

They rode for another hour until the sun was up 
and the country-side bathed in sunshine. On the summit 
of a hill Armand reined in his horse. Down below them 
they could see several villages, white roads dissecting 
cultivated fields like so many ribbons, q 

“We must find a wood and stay there until this eve- 
ning,” Armand said. “It will not be wise to press on.” — 

“Why not?” Rêve asked. 

“I have the feeling that it would be stupid to show 
ourselves,” he replied. “Besides, we have got to sleep 
some time, so why not now?” 3 

He looked at the scene below, then pointed with his 
right hand, 

“Do you see that man riding hard towards that } am 
let? He may be a doctor hurrying to a dying patient, a 
Priest carrying the Last Sacrament, a man going to 
work or a lover hastening to his mistress. A 

“He might be any of these things, yet again he m ight 
be someone warning the citizens of France that there is 
a traitor amongst them, a man masquerading as the 
Marquis d’Augeron, an Englishman impudent enough 
to have learned the secrets of the Emperor himself.” 7 

Armand spoke lightly, but his eyes were grave.. E 

“You are right,” Rêve said quietly. “Let us wait here. 
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Chateau from the garden. If soldiers are waiting for us. 
they will not see us if you allow me to lead you into 
the house by the hidden ways I used as a child.” “ 
“We will do that,” Armand said briefly. om, 
He turned his horse and led her into the middle of 
a small wood. The trees were close together and mad 
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a perfect shelter from the curious eyes of any passer- 
by. The ground was covered with pine-needles and moss 
which offered a comfortable bed, and after they had 
tied their horses to a tree and Armand had fetched them 
some armfuls of grass from outside the wood. | 

Réve stretched out her travelling-cloak and lay down. 
She did not know until that moment how tired she was. 

While Armand was seeing to the horses, she thought 
they would talk together, for there was so much she 
wanted to say; but when he returend, her eyelids were 

eady drooping. 

“a SE tell—you some———” she began, her 
voice seeming in her utter fatigue to come from a very 
long way away. 

“Go 1 sleep,” he said gently. “I will hear all that 
you have to tell me when you awake.” 

She hardly heard his last words. Sleep took her com- 
pletely in its toils. She felt herself relax and knew that 
delicious moment when she was floating away as if on 
a cloud into an oblivion which acted like a balm to her 
tortured nerves. ) 

Her breath came rhythmically and her travelling- 
cloak fell aside to reveal the soft contours of her young 
body beneath her evening gown of white crêpe. ; 

Armand stood looking down at her. He too was tired, 
but as his eyes rested on her closed ones, on the curved 
sweetness of her red lips, on her dark hair curling 
against the whiteness of her neck, he thought she looked 
very young and defenceless. After a long moment his 
mouth tightened as if in pain. i 

He walked to the edge of the woods to make quite 
certain that no one could see their place of conceal- 
ment; then, returning to where Rêve slept, he lay down 
a little way from her and closed his eyes. 


Rêve woke first after wondering wildly for a frigh- 
tened second where she was, she sat up and saw that 
the afternoon must be far advanced for the shadows of 
the trees were pointing eastwards and there was a feel- 
ing of heat which seemed almost to rise from the ground 
after a long day of sunshine. 
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Armand was still asleep, his head pillowed on his 
travelling-cloak, his body turned sideways, his knees 
bent as if he were reclining in the softest and mos x 
luxurious bed. Rêve watched him for a moment, then 
very softly she got to her feet and crept away to where, 
far in the wood, she had noticed earlier in the day 2a 
tiny trickling stream, | 

It came from a rock and the water was cool and 
fresh. Having drink of it and washed her face 

hands, she felt ready for whatever lay before them. 
She wished she had a mirror or a comb with he 
so that she could tidy her hair, but she thought wi 
joy that in a few hours they would be at Valmont and 
she would be able to Change her dress and make herself 
look pretty for Armand. ‘ 
Even as she thought of him she heard his voice, He 
called her name, and she felt unaccountably glad be. 
cause there was a note of alarm in his tone, . 
“Rêve, Rêve, where are you?” 
“I am here,” she answered. 4 
She came running back through the wood to find 
him standing distractedly where she had slept, looking 
in every direction. 7 

“I am here,” she replied. a 

At the sight of her he made a gesture as if h 
would hold out his arms; but something seemed to cheek 
him and he let them fall again to his sides. E 

“I was worried about you,” he said. “I woke anc 
found you had gone.” n 

“I had merely gone to drink and wash,” Rêve ex 
plained, but her words were a mere formality and un: 
important because of an inner singing gladness tha 
Armand had been worried about her, k 

“You are quite safe?” he asked unnecessarily, 

“Quite,” she smiled, “and most refreshed, I migh 
have been sleeping in my own bed at Valmont 
Antoinette watching over me,” ‘ 

“I should really have stayed awake to protect you, 
he said, “but no harm has been done. We must bot 
have slept for the best part of the day.” mk. 

“Surely that is a good thing,” Rêve said. “ We 
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fresh to travel tonight. Besides, if we had been awake, 
we might have remembered how hungry we are. 
“T am ravenous,” Armand confessed with a sudden 
in, “and I suppose you must be too. fo 
en at om bene ie ontil we get to Valmont, Réve To- 
plied, and glancing up at the setting sun, she said: 
“How soon can we go?” n ‘ag ool 
“We must wait a little Oe oat replied, 
eantime I, too, will wash an 
g disappeared towards the stream. Rêve watched 
him go; then she bent and picked up his eee 
cloak from where he had left it on the ground. She shoo 
it and tried fruitlessly to erase some of the creases frem 
. i id i i heek. It smelt 
On an impulse she laid it against her cheek. 
of pine-needles and a faint fragrance which was char- 
acteristic of Armand. She drew a deep breath, then 
pressed her lips longingly and passionately against the 
ft material. 
é As she did so, she thought one day that e 
would remember everything; but if he did not, ion 
determined there and then that she would make 
her all over again. coe 
VOMA he got eed to knowing she was not his sister it 
would be easy to create between them that magnetic 
atmosphere which draws an unattached man and Te 
an to each other and makes them acutely conscious o 
h other’s presence. PIESE 
Oh, God, make him love me again,” Réve prayed 
to Armand’s coat. i 
5 Then she turned with a smile as she heard him com- 
ing towards her through the trees. 
e was after eleven o’clock before they reached Val- 
mont that night. Armand had insisted that they should 
not move until the sun had sunk and the twilight ee 
it possible for them to slip along the hedgerows > 
shadows, even their horses being difficult to distingui 
from any distance. 
It A not easy to find their way, and more than 
once Rêve felt frightened lest they were completely lost 
and moving in the wrong direction, 
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At last with excitement she recognised two familiar 
landmarks—a clump of trees on the horizon, a church 
Spire in a valley, and knew at last that they were on 
their right route and heading straight for Valmont. 

There was no sign of soldiers or men lurking in am- 
bush as they drew near to the little village of St. Benis. 
They did not enter it, but turned towards the fields and 
came upon the Château from the north, from which di- 
rection Armand thought it least likely that they would 
be expected, 

The house was in darkness. There were no lights 
burning in the windows, and Rêve thought that in the 
moonlight it looked big, empty and very lonely, as if” 
life had moved away from it and it had been forgotten, 

They left the horses in a field outside the trees which 
encircled the gardens, and climbing the fence, Rêve 
led the way by tiny, overgrown paths to what had once 
been a lawn. F 

Here they stood for a little while and listened, to 
hear only the sound of their quick breathing and the 
thumping of their apprehensive hearts. 5 

“Antoinette will be in bed,” Rêve whispered. “We 
will go in by the garden door. It used never to be 
kept locked, and if it is, there is a window outside it 
which is quite easy to open. Then we can go up a side 
Staircase just in case someone is lurking in the house.” 

Armand nodded his head in reply. They had ale 
ready agreed that they would talk only when it was 
absolutely necessary. Réve led the way towards the 
house, Mi 

Once she stumbled on an uneven path and Arm and’s 
hand came out to save her from falling. She clung te 

him for a moment but did not speak, and they pro- 
ceeded on their way until at last they came to a small, 
inconspicuous garden door which stood as the side of 
the Chateau near the lake. X 
Rêve turned the handle and found it was locked, she 
pointed to the window and it took Armand but a. fey 
seconds to manipulate the old and rusted catch, Th 
casement flew open, he swung himself up. on t le win 
dow ledge and disappeared into the house. oe 
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the sound of a key turning in the lock and 

he aE front of Rêve stood open. Stealthily she 

her own house. 
e smelt damp and musty. There was dark- 
ness and silence everywhere. Moving quickly and sure- 
footed because the way was so familiar, Rêve climbed 
the staircase to the first floor while Armand groped his 

hind her. 
wT hi was still only silence, not a sound of any sort, 
until at last Réve reached Antoinette’s room and saw 
there was a light beneath the door. She listened for a 
moment before knocking, and then with the tips of 
her fingers she made a faint sound, too faint to be 
heard by anyone save the person directly behind the 
door on which they knocked. 

“Entrez!” : 

mee was a note of astonishment in Antoinette’s 
voice as if she wondered who it could be at this hour 
of night, and then, as Réve opened the door, she gave a 

d cry of surprise. > 
Ma paite N is you! But why? What is the matter? 

Antoinette was sitting in her rocking-chair, embroid- 
ering with exquisite stitches a linen chemise which 
Rêve knew was intended to be a part of her trousseau, 

Now her embroidery was thrown aside and she 
started to her feet. Rêve ran into her arms. i 

“Oh, Antoinette, thank God you are here,” she 

ispered. | 
apes: eyes met Armand’s as he came into the 
room and closed the door behind him. 

“What has happened?” she inquired. i 

“Terrible things,” Rêve said. “Oh, Antoinette, we are 
in danger, great danger, and you must save us. 

“What danger?” a inquired, but she asked the ques- 
tion of Armand rather than of the girl she held to her 
breast. 

“The Count de Durieux is a madman,” Armand said 
briefly, “It would be impossible for Réve to marry 
him, and I have learned that I am not the Marquis 


_dAugeron, but an Englishman sent over here to ob- 


tain information of my country’s enemies.” 
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Antoinette’s face went if anything a little whiter than 
it had been before, but she made no movement and 
gave no exclamation. Then as she did not speak, Rêve © 
murmured: 

“We saw the Count performing a Black Mass, An- 
toinette. It was evil, wicked, terrifying; and when we 
were about to flee from the Castle, some officers ar- 
rived from Fontainebleau to arrest Armand. The Em- 
peror has discovered that he is not my half-brother, 
because the real Armand d’Augeron had only one eye.” 

Still Antoinette did not speak. Her eyes were on 
Armand’s face as if she questioned him, as if she asked 
of him some explanation which would satisfy her own 
unspoken question. 2 

“We dare not stay here long,” Armand said. “We 
must have fresh horses and food, Réve has not eaten 
since dinner last night.” h 

It was as-if his more practical demands galvanised 
Antoinette to action. ; 

“Sit down, my child,” she said to Rêve, “and I will 
fetch you food and a bottle of wine. After that you can 
tell me more.” 7 


She took one of the candles and, opening the door, 
went from the room. They heard her footsteps going 
quickly down the passage, then Réve looked at Armand, 
“She is brave,” she said. “She has always been like 
that when there is danger about. She does the practical 
thing. She says very little, but she suffers terribly be- 
cause she loves me.” i s 
“I understand,” Armand said, “and we must ask ler 
what is best for you.” | = 
“I know that already,” Réve said in a quiet voice, 
_ “No one has been here as yet,” Armand went on as 
if he had not heard her, “or Antoinette would t ave 
been on her guard, They may be waiting on the road 
between St. Benis and Paris thinking we might come 
that way.” ‘al 
_ Reéve-rose from the chair on which she had been sit 
ting and crossed to the dressing-table. She took up 
comb and tidied her hair, first letting her travelling 
cloak drop on the bed. ig 
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She stood there in her white evening gown, looking 
as if she were merely a light-hearted girl preparing 
for a ball. Armand watched her in silence; then as she 
turned towards him with a smile, he asked: 

“Are you quite certain?” 

She knew to what he referred. r 

“If you will not take me with you,” she replied, ‘T 
will follow you. I cannot stay here, and there is no 
one else to whom I can go in this country and be free 
both from the Count and from the Emperor's ven- 
geance. If you will not let me come with you, then 
there is really only one alternative.” 

“What is that?” 

“T can die.” 

“You are not to talk like that!” 

Armand’s voice was abrupt, almost rough in its tone, 
and she knew that she had shocked and surprised him. 

There was a sound outside the door and Armand, as 
if glad of the interruption, rose to open it. Antoinette 
stood there with a heavily laden tray. She came into the 
room before she spoke. 

“I wakened Jacques,” she said. “He has gone at once 
to ask Farmer Barrois to saddle two of his best horses 
and conceal them in the shed at the end of the far 
lake, They should be there within half an hour.” 

“We must not delay long,” Armand said. “It is dan- 
gerous to linger.” 

“But first you must eat, mes enfants,” Antoinette 
replied. 

She placed a whole roast chicken and half a ham on 
the table, then sliced a long crusted roll of newly baked 
bread with mathematical precision. 

“I was hungy, but I did not realise how hungry 
until this moment,” Réve said laughingly, seating her- 
self and reaching out for a big slice of bread. 

Armand smiled at her across the table. 

“I am too hungry even to talk,” he said. 

“If that is an effort to stop me, you have failed,” 
Réve retorted. “I have always been able to talk and 
eat, haven’t I, Antoinette?” 
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“Oh, my child, my little one,” Antoinette said sud- : 
denly. | 
She sat down on her chair, the tears filling her eyes. 

Rêve bent forward and took her hand. 

“You are not to grieve, darling Antoinette,” she said. 
“I am happy, very happy, and that is what you have 
always wanted for me, isn’t it?” 

She met the older woman’s eyes steadily as she spoke 
and Antoinette saw in that moment that the child she 
had loved and cherished had vanished and there was- 
a woman in her place—a woman who loved and having 
loved had found the true purpose of life. 

“So that’s it,” Antoinette whispered almost beneath 
her breath. 

Réve nodded, almost imperceptibly, but her fingers 
tightened on Antoinette’s hand and by her answerin 
pressure she knew that she had understood, A 

“I must have all the gold you concealed for me in 
the secret hiding-place,” Armand said, pouring him- 
self a glass of wine and apparently quite oblivious of 
the exchange of understanding between the two wom- 
en. “It would also be an unmistakable help if we could” 
find a map. Do you think there is one in the house?” 

“There is one in the very room where your money 
is concealed,” Antoinete said. “Come and look at it, 
Monsieur, if you have finished eating.” 

“We had better take the rest of the ham with Isa 
Armand said. “Will you wrap it up so that it can go in 
my saddle bag? It would be wiser not to venture into 
any village until we are at least two days’ jou 1ey 
away from here.” f 

“I will do that while you are collecting your gold,” 
Antoinette said. “Come, Monsieur.” 4 

She led him from the room along the passage, and 
Réve, taking the remaining candle, turned in the o 
site direction towards her own bedroom. -N 

It was just as she had left it, her intimate po ssessions 
lying about on the tables, the bed covered with a crested 
white lace cover which Antoinette had worked with her 
monogram. | 

She put the candle down on her dressing-tab 
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two others and went to her wardrobe. It took her but 
a few minutes to change into a travelling gown of blue 
batiste. It was a pretty dress and she felt glad that 
Armand was to see her in it. She would wear her 
travelling-cloak over it. ; 

Quickly she bundled together a few necessaries of 
underwear, combs, ribbons and washing material. If 
Armand was to carry the food on his saddle, she at 
least would have some luggage on hers. 

She was so quick that she was ready before she 
heard Armand and Antoinette coming back from the 
other end of the house; and when she met them inside 
Antoinette’s bedroom she laughed at the surprise on Ar- 
mand’s face at her changed appearance. 

“You have been very quick,” he said. “I should have 
liked to change myself.” 

“Then hurry,” Réve said. We had best be as incon- 
spicuous as possible. Your white knee-breeches and sa- 
tin coat are hardly the usual garb for a bona fide travel- 
ler.” 

“The clothes that you wore the first night you 
came here are lying over a chair in your bedroom, 
Monsieur,” Antoinette said. “I laid them out ready for 
me to pack tomorrow morning.” 

“I shall be glad to wear my own things again,” Ar- 
mand said. “The clothes of the real Marquis are, I 
assure you, curst uncomfortable.” ‘+. 

He went down the passage, and as soon as he was 
out of earshot, Antoinette looked at Réve and her 
whole expression was one of interrogation. Réve put her 
arms round her old nurse and held her very close. 

“I love him,” Réve said. “You have guessed that. 
But he has forgotten that he loved me before he was 
wounded. I could not tell you who he was. I was too 
afraid that you might betray him or prevent me from 
helping him as I wished to do. I love him, and he 
loves me, only he has forgotten that since he believed 
me to be his sister.” 

“I guessed all the time that something unusual had 
occurred,” Antoinette said quietly, “yet I could not — 
trust my own instinct in the matter. I thought it strange 
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that you should care so deeply for your half-brother— 
a brother you had never seen before. It disturbed me, 
but now everything is very clear.” 

“You can trust Armand to look after me, Antoinette, 
even if he has forgotten that he loves me. He is the 
only man in the world for me, now and for ever.” 

“Yes, I know I can trust him,” Antoinette said sur- 
prisingly. “I have known that every since he first came 
here. He is a gentleman and honourable, whatever his 
real name may be. Because of that I shall let him 
take you away, ma petite— pray God to safety!” 

“Oh, Antoinette, I shall miss you so,.but somehow, 
when we get to England, I shall contrive to send or 
you. You will come to me?” e 

“I would come to you if you wanted me, even if you 
asked me to swim the Channel,” Antoinette said, and 

Réve had to smile through her tears. 

The women were still clinging together when sudden- 
ly there came a loud knocking which seemed to re er- 
berate throughout the whole house. i 

For a moment Rêve and Antoinette stared at sach 
other as if they could hardly believe they had hearg 
right; then the knocking came again and in the dis- 
tance a voice cried: ' t 

“Open in the name of the Emperor.” 

“We are too late!” -x 


Rêve could hardly breathe the words. She felt as if 
anything she said would -choke her, She heard Ar 
mand come running down the passage. J 

“Which way shall we go?” he asked Antoinette. 

“By the garden door,” Rêve replied quickly, 

Antoinette snatched up a candle from the table, 

“No,” she said, “the house is sure to be surroundeg 
There is only one sure way of escape now, and that 
by the secret passage under the lake.” 

“Then let us hurry,” Armand said. 

The words were unnecessary, for they all thr 
the urgency. The hammering came once again on 
door and now old Jacques was coming from the pantr 
moving slowly towards the outer door. i 

Holding the candle high above her head, 


232 


Ji Ag 
‘ z í a 


ê 
. A ‘Ton 
a ea 
£ ft 
r ILU 
as 
> 
r R 


P 
wl ri 
tg i 


led the way down another staircase which twisted 
and turned until finally it became a mere succession of 
stone steps leading apparently into the cellars of the 
iteau. 
‘sn descended, Réve remembered the hidden door 
which led into the underground passage. It seemed only 
a little while ago that she had made this same journey, 
her hand clasped in Antoinette’s, her lips pressed tight- 
ly in an effort not to cry out for fear of what was 
,appening to her father. . 
ee meio’ the bottom of the steps. Antoinette took 
a key from behind a brick and inserted it in a con- 
cealed lock. It was hard to turn, being rusty. They 
waited, and Rêve slipped her hand into Armand’s. 
His fingers tightened over hers and the pressure of 
them was as comforting and as reassuring as Antoi- 
nette’s had been all those years ago. 
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The door of the underground passage swung open and 
there was a stench of musty air. Réve released her 
hold of Armand’s hand and clung to Antoinette. | 
“Come with us; come with us,” she begged, without 
really thinking how it could be accomplished. 
“No, no, ma petite,” Antoinette replied. “It is best 
for me to stay here, I shall disclaim all knowledge of 
you and perhaps put those who are seeking for you of 
the scent. Go quickly now for there is no time to be 
lost.” 
She kissed Réve’s cheeks which were wet with tears, 
pushed her down the ancient stone steps and slammed 
the door behind her and Armand, 
The draught caused by the closing of the door made 
the candle in Armand’s hand flicker so that for a mo 
ment Réve was afraid they would be in complete dark 
ness. She stood trembling on the steps, afraid lest of 
taking a step forward she would slip and plunge head 
long into the darkness below. 
Then as the light flamed up and she saw Arman 
smiling at her, his hand outstretched to take hers, he 
courage returned and she smiled back at him, though ¢ 
little tumultuously. | 
Frogs jumped ahead of them as they moved. The 
walls of the passage were damp and slimy while i 
some places the floor was nearly ankle-deep in wate: 
But there was no time to be fussy about their surround 
ings. " 
Armand’s hand drew Réve insistently forward and st 
knew how anxious he was to get away from the vicinity 
of the Château before a more thorough search w 
made. If they did not hurry, the horses might be d 
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covered and then they would be trapped with no chance 
of escape. 

On and on they walked until Réve’s feet were soaked 
and the hem of her dress stained and bedraggled. She 
began to think that the passage would never come to 
an end and that they had in fact entered some terrible 
purgatory in which they must walk in semi-darkness 
for all eternity. As they advanced, the air became heav- 
ier and it was difficult to breathe. 

The smell, too, was almost overpowering and Réve 
felt she must have fainted had not the thought of the 
floor on which she must lie disgusted her to the point 
when it acted as a stimulant and kept her conscious 
when she thought she must choke or suffocate from 
the stench around them. 

At last, when despite every resolution her feet grew 
slower and Armmand was literally dragging her along, 
she saw to her utter relief some steps rising upward 
and knew they had reached the end of the passage. 

It took Armand only a few seconds to bound forward 
and force open the door which had already rusted off its 
hinges and was held in place only by the tangle of 
bushes and brambles outside, which effectively con- 
cealed its existence. 

It was certainly well hidden for after he had got the 
door open it took Armand some time to extricate him- 
self and Réve from the sharp-thorned briars which 
seemed determined to hold them prisoners. 

But at length, drawing deep breaths of the clean night 
air, they stepped from the bushes to find themselves 
in the wood at the far end of the lower lake. 

Everything seemed very quiet, and Réve gave a little 
murmur of relief, then checked herself immediately as 
Armand turned to her with a warning glance. He put 
his fingers to his lips and she knew that he was 
afraid that a sound, however slight, might attract atten- 
tion. 

They could not see the Chateau from where they 
stood, but a few yards farther on gave them a perfect 
view of the lake and at the far end of it the little 
Temple. 
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They had come, as it happened, almost precisely to 
the same spot on which Armand had stood that first 
night nearly a month ago when he had discovered 
Réve bathing and had been spell-bound by her beauty. 

But Rêve was not thinking of that first meeting, being 
intent only on their escape and wondering which was 
the safest and quickest route td the field where by this 
time the horses should be waiting for them. 

Then as Armand did not follow her, she turned in 
surprise to look back at him and saw that he was star= 
ing at the Temple as if transfixed. 

The moonlight was full on it and it looked very 
peaceful, its classic lines silhouetted against the dark 
trees, its ancient moss-covered steps leading down te 
the unruffled silver water. i 

Following the direction of Armand’s gaze. Rêve re- 
membered what an important part the Temple had 
played in both their lives. ý 

It was there that Armand had surprised her and 
there that, though at first frightened by his presence, 
she had later known that ecstasy and wonder within 
her which now seemed but a glorious dream. 4 

There Paul de Frémond had come to destroy their 
happiness, to denounce Armand as a spy and striki 
the dastardly blow which had changed him from her 
ardent, adoring lover to a man who did not even recog. 
nise her. i a 

Yes, the Temple had brought them both joy and 
tragedy, Réve thought, but now they must leave it for 
ever and quickly, l 

“Hurry, Armand,” she whispered insistently. i 

Still he did not move. He was standing immobile a 
a statue, but there was something about the square set 
of his jaw and the rigidity of his figure which told 
Rêve that every muscle was tense, every nerve of his 
body alert. Impatiently, because of her fear for uim, 
she laid her hand on his arm. ` A 

“Come, we must not linger here,” she said a littl 
louder. i- 

Still he did not reply, and almost angrily she shoo 
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“Armand, of what are you thinking? We must get 
away. We must find the horses.” 

It was then that he turned his head and looked down 
at her. For a moment she could not read the expres- 
sion in his eyes, then slowly in a voice deep and 
choked with emotion, he said: 

“It was you, wasn’t it?” 

She stared at him and her eyes widened and her 
breath came quickly. 

“You—you have—remembered,” she stammered. 

“Oh, my beloved—my darling!” 

His voice broke on the words. Suddenly he went 
down on his knee beside her and taking up the hem of 
her dress, soiled and wet though it was from the 
secret passage, he pressed it to his lips. 

“Armand, your memory has returned?” she gasped. 

He rose to his feet and, as she looked at his trans- 
figured face, she felt her heart stop beating at the won- 
der and excitement of what she saw. He had remem- 
bered, and he loved her still. 

She could see the love in his eyes, in the expression 
on his face and in the tender smile on his lips. This 
was Armand as he had been in those first moments 
when he had told her of his love, when she had sur- 
rendered herself utterly into his keeping. 

“Oh, Armand, Armand!” 

There were tears in Rêve’s eyes, tears of happiness 
and relief, tears of inexpressible joy. It was difficult 
to pronounce even his name because of the trembling 
of her lips. 

“My little love!” 

He put out his arms and drèw her close. She felt for 
a moment that she must swoon from the very joy 
and rapture of knowing that he still wanted her. 

She looked up at him, knew that in one second she 
would feel his lips on hers and felt that nothing in the 
whole world was of consequence now that they had 
found each other again. 

Then, as she trembled in his hold and his mouth 
drew nearer to hers, there was a sudden sound behind 
them, and a voice said sharply: 
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“Seize that man!” 

They started apart. Armand turned, ready on the 
defensive. But it was too late. 

Four tall, stalwart men sprang at him and though he 
fought and struggled, he was overpowered and after a 
few seconds they had him completely in their power 
though all four were breathing heavily at the effort of 
holding him captive. , 

Réve, transfixed with horror, could only watch the 
struggle, her heart pounding in her breast, the blood 
throbbing in her temples and making it difficult for her 
to see clearly what was happening. 

Then, when finally Armand could fight no more 
but must stand between his captors, his arms twiste 
behind him, Réve saw who stood a little way behi nd 
them with a smile on her lips, the moonlight illumir at- 
ing the contours of her exquisitive figure. 

It was the Duchess de Monestier! 

She was wearing a travelling-gown of coral vel t. 
There were diamonds falling like tiny cascades f om 
her ears, and the fingers of her ungloved hands were 
glittering with rings. z 

She might have just stepped into the courtyard a 
Fontainebleau for she seemed curiously out of place 
in the wood. And with a sinking heart Rêve realised | 
that the men holding Armand wore the Duchess’s liver} y 
of peacock green trimmed with scarlet facings. | 

Without having time to think or really consider what 
she was doing, Rêve took a quick step forward. i 

“Madame—please—please let us go.” 

The Duchess ignored her as if she were not ther 
Her eyes were fixed on Armand’s face, and as is 
eyes met hers, she said: 

“We meet again, Monsieur. You have not fore otten 
me this time, I hope.” 7. 

Her voice was mocking and there was some under 
current of meaning beneath her words which Rêve 
could not comprehend. Armand managed to bow je- 
spite the strangehold of his captors. a 

“Your servant, Madame,” he said as courteously as 
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if they had just encountered each other in a drawing- 
room. 

“It is unfortunate that I must interrupt your travel- 
ling plans,” the Duchess said, “but the Emperor—who, 
of course, must be obeyed—is particularly anxious to 
speak with the gentleman who styles himself the Mar- 
quis d’Augeron.” 

‘In that case we must of course alleviate the Em- 
peror’ s anxiety,” Armand said. 

“I have arranged that you should do so,” Imogéne 
said, “but we will first proceed to the Chateau. It will 
be more comfortable to continue our conversation in 
less rustic surroundings.” 

Still ignoring Réve, the Duchess turned and led the 
way through a path which, winding through the wood, 
brought them to the road along which Armand had 
walked that very first night he had stayed at St. Benis. 

A carriage drawn by four horses was waiting there, 
Footmen waited at the door, there were postilions on 
the horses and two coachmen on the coach. 

“The prisoners will walk,” she said sharply. “See that 
the girl does not escape.” 

Her lackeys bowed at her instructions and as the 
coach moved forward, the four men escorting Armand 
pulled him roughly on to the road behind it while 
two others walked on either side of Réve. 

They made no attempt to touch her and only kept 
pace with her as she hurried her footsteps to draw 
level with Armand. 

“What are we going to do?” she asked, and she 
spoke in Engllish. 

“Do not give up hope,” he replied in the same lan- 
guage. “I will think of something.” 

“Oh, Armand, but what?” Rêve cried. “The Duchess 
intends to hand you over to the Emperor.” 

“Silence! Shut your mouths, there is to be no talk- 
ing,” one of the lackeys stormed out in an unnatural, 
aggressive voice as if by making a noise he could best 
assert his authority. 

Armand and Rêve were silent, though both were busy 
with their own thoughts. There was indeed little they 
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could say, Réve thought, as they marched over the 
rough, dusty road which led them to one of the gates 
opening into the park. 

As they trudged up the drive towards the Château, 
she felt as if she must cry aloud with the horror of 
what was happening. 

If only they could have reached the horses, if only 
their plan of escape could have succeeded, how happy 
she might have been at this moment! Armand’s mem- 
ory had returned and he still loved her. 

Yet what did the future hold for them now? 

Réve’s thoughts turned away from the very thought of 
it, and yet she knew the answer to her questions. For 
Armand—imprisonment, then death. 

Perhaps quickly, perhaps slowly, according to the 
will of the Emperor, but the end would be death, hoy 
ever merciful, however honourable an execution. | 

Her whole being cried out at the misery of it, at th 
waste and youth and happiness, at the destruction of 
so much beauty, so much loveliness. F 

Yet she knew there was no alternative unless by a 
miracle Armand could be saved, and what could thai 
miracle be? 

She did not cry. In fact her eyes were dry and abso 
lutely tearless. She only knew a despair which seemed 
to freeze her very body, making it difficult for her even 
to move her limbs. g 

At last they reached the Château and Rêve saw to ne} 
surprise that every window was ablaze with light. A 
the front door was opened for them, there were lights 
in the passages and the hall, tapers flaring in every 
sconce, 4 

Then Rêve saw the Duchess standing at the foot o 
the stairs almost breath-takingly lovely in her beauty. 
although her mouth was set in a hard line of defiance 
Facing her stood a man whom Rêve recognised. 

Dressed in his absurd, blue velvet uniform with hig 
Hessian boots, his pale fleshy face contorted with rage 
his spiteful, too-closely set eyes ablaze with anger, wa 
Monsieur Fouché, s 

“I have my instructions from the Emperor hims 
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Madame,” he was saying, his voice grating and hoarse 
because he was so angry. 

“Your instructions, Monsieur, were to capture the 
imposter calling himself the Marquis d’Augeron,” Imo- 
gene replied, “but you are too late. He is already my 
prisoner, and I have no intention of handing him over to 

ou.” 
z There were perhaps a dozen of Fouché’s men stand- 
ing round the hall, and the Minister glanced towards 
them now as if in confirmation of his authority. 

“You have not the power, Madame la Duchesse, to 
prevent me from taking this man back to Fontainebleau 
with me.” 

“You have no authority to take him from me and 
you know it,” Imogéne said sharply. “I, personally, shall 
on the morrow hand him over to the Emperor.” 

“But this is absurd, ridiculous; in fact, it is uncon- 
stitutional,” Fouché spluttered. “As Minister of the In- 
terior I have power over every citizen in this country. 
The Emperor requires that the man shall be captured, 
and the fact that you have apprehended him first must 
not prevent my bringing him to justice.” 

“And taking all the credit, of course,” Imogéne 
sneered. “My dear Monsieur Fouché, surely you are a 
big enough man to admit the fact that you are beaten. 
You will undoubtedly remember that it was my informa- 
tion and nòt yours which revealed that the gentleman in 
question was not whom he pretended to be. 

“He lived in the Palace for nearly three weeks, he 
has attended the Emperor’s councils, he has been 
treated in a most exceptional and favoured manner by 
yourself and many other ministers of state. 

“Were you suspicious of him? Did you question for 
one moment his credentials? No, as far as he was com- 
cerned you were blind, deaf and dumb! 

“It was left to me, a woman, someone who concerns 
herself as little as possible with the machinations of 
your department, to discover that this gentleman was 
not the Marquis d’Augeron and that in consequence 
his actions were highly suspect. 

“And having told the Emperor of this incredible 
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masquerade, having incited him to take quick, deci- 
sive action, what do you do? 

“You go blundering up to the front door of this 
Chateau, shouting and screaming out who you are for 
half the neighbourhood to hear and giving those within 
plenty of warning and time to make their escape. . 

“Such action is hardly one of finesse, my dear Mon- 
sieur. I, on the contrary, guessed that there would be a 
bolt-hole from the Chateau. Most old houses have one, 
So I sent my lackeys to search the woods while you 
were marching your policemen up the drive. ; 

“And what did they find? They found horses 
saddled and waiting in a disused cowshed. After that 
it was not difficult to make an intelligent deduction and 
to apprehend the prisoners—my prisoners, Monsieur 
Fouché.” 

The Minister of the Interior licked his thin lips. 

“Your forethought is to be commended, Madanieil a 
Duchesse,” he said, “but at the same time I must insisi 
that, now that you have discovered the prisoner ang s 
luckily prevented his escape, it is my right and my dui 
to take him under guard to Fontainebleau.” : 

“I have already told you you have no rights in- S 
matter,” Imogéne replied. “I have a dozen men will 
me, and they are well trained in my service. Tomor 
row I shall proceed to Fontainebleau and hand ove 
my prisoner to the Emperor in person. l 

“What His Imperial Majesty does with him after tt 
will doubtless be your business unless as a soldier ar 
an aide-de-camp he is dealt with by the Duke de T 
rente, Marshal of France.” z 

This was a telling shot, for it was well known t 
Fouché loathed the Duke and disputed his powers ; 
every possible occasion. His face grew, if poss 
paler and his eyes were mere slits of rage as he repli io í 

“If Your Grace is determined, there is nothing m 
I can say in the matter. I can but bid you good 
Madame, and hope that you will not fail to remem 
that the ‘Emperor and your country should be set 
before the gratification of your own desires,” 
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His words were pointed and spiteful, but Imogène 
threw back her head and laughed. 

“Your pin-pricks never fail to amuse me, Monsieur,” 
she said. “But their points are too blunt for them to 
have much effect.” 

The Minister of the Interior bowed stiffly, and thrust- 
ing his hat on to his head, thereby contriving to look 
more ridiculous than usual, he strode down the passage 
towards the front door, followed by his men. Imogéne 
Jaughed again and, turning to her own retainers who 
were standing behind Armand and Rêve, she said sharp- 
ly: 

: “Take the girl and shut her up in her own bedroom. 
Guard her well. Remember, you are responsible for her 
with your lives. Bring the gentleman into the Salon, I 
will talk with him.” 

She turned and walked up the stairs. But before she 
had taken one step Rêve sped forward and, falling on ' 
her knees, took her hand in hers. 

“Madame—Madame la Duchesse,” she said, “spare 
Armand’s life. He had lost his memory as you well 
know. I told him he was my half-brother, the Marquis 
d’Augeron, and he believed me. He did not know he 
was deceiving the Emperor or anyone else. He is inno- 
cent, Madame. If there is a fault, it is mine and mine 
alone. Spare him, spare him. Be merciful, as one day 
you yourself will ask for the mercy of G 

Armand made an impulsive gesture to move forward, 
but his guards restrained him. 

“Do not listen to her, Madame,” he cried out to Imo- 
géne, agonised that Réve should try to save him by im- 
plicating herself. 

But Imogéne appeared not to have heard his inter- 
ruption. She looked down at Réve and perhaps because 
the younger woman looked so lovely kneeling there, 
her eyes were hard. 

“Why should I show mercy either to you or to this 




















remains that the Emperor himself has been tricked and 
imposed upon. Give me one good reason why I, as a 
patriot, should be merciful in such circumstances,” 
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“I—I can think of none,” Rêve stammered, “save— 
save that we love each other.” 

She could not have said anything more unfortunate, 
Imogène gave a laugh which had no humour in it, and 
pulling her hand away from Rêve’s clinging fingers, 
walked on up the stairs. Rêve knelt on the bottom step, 
looking after her until two lackeys went forward and 
pulled her to her feet. 

“Upstairs, if you please, Mademoiselle,” one said. 

Quietly she obeyed, not even looking back at Ar- 
mand following her. 

On the first landing Antoinette stood trembling. As 
Imogéne drew level with her, she said in a sharp tone: 

“Who are you?” 

“If it please Your Grace, I am maid to the Comtesse 
Réve de Valmont,” zi 

“Tonight you will attend to me,” Imogène said. “Pre- 
pare the best bedroom and unpack my trunk.” ` 

“Very good, Your Grace,” Antoinette said almost 
mechanically, her eyes on Rêve. 

As if she sensed what Antoinette was thinking, Imo- 
gene said to the lackeys: if 

“See that these two women have no communication 
with one another. The Comtesse is to be locked in her 
room; and make certain she cannot escape through the 
window,” 

“Very good, Your Grace.” 

The two lackeys hurried Réve down the passage. 

“And you, woman, do as I instruct you,” Imogéne 
said to Antoinette, “or you will suffer the fate which 
waits your mistress.” a 

“Tam not afraid of that,” Antoinette replied, “but if 
san Grace will permit it, I would rather wait on my 
ady.” a 

“You will do as you are told,” Imogene said sternly, 
“or it will be worse not only for you, but for “your 
lady” as you call her. Every act of disobedience, very 
insult I endure in this place will be held to her a ount 
Is that clear?” “ina 
- “Quite clear, Your Grace,” Antoinette said steadily 
although her face was white. 
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“Then do as I command you,” Imogéne said, and 
she crossed the landing into the Silver Salon. 

The candles were lit and, reflected and re-reflected 
in the silver-paned mirrors, they revealed the pleas- 
ing contours of the room, the polished furniture and 
the draperies of white brocade sprigged with silver flow- 
ers. 
Imogéne crossed to one of the mirrors and drew her 
hat trimmed with its big, curling ostrich feather from her 
dark head. She flung it down on a chair, smoothed her 
hair with skilful fingers and readjusted one of her dia- 
mond ear-rings. She was as unhurried and as unself- 
conscious about her movements as if she were alone in 
her own bedchamber. 

Only when she was satisfied with her appearance did 
she turn towards the little group of men standing in the 
doorway. 

“Release the prisoner,” she said. 

The men obeyed her, and Armand’s numbed arms 
fell for a moment to his side before with an effort he 
raised them and started to massage the circulation back 
into his wrists and bloodless fingers. 

Imogene watched him with a little smile. She seemed 
to take in every detail of his appearance—his hand- 
some face and dark eyes, his broad shoulders under 
the well-fitting coat of grey whipcord in which he had 
come to France, his narrow hips and polished, high rid- 
ing boots, which had been made by the most famous 
bootmaker in all St. James’s, 

There was nothing she missed, from the elegance of 
his skilfully tied cravat to the chiselled lines of his 
firm mouth. 

At length, when he did not look at her, Imogéne 
seated herself on the satin-covered sofa. 

“Well, what have you to say for yourself?” she asked 
at length, and her tone was low and honeyed. 

“Very little,” Armand replied coolly. “I must of 
course be allowed to reserve my defence until I am 
confronted by my judges.” 

“That will be tomorrow,” Imogéne said. “You will 
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find it difficult to convince Napoleon Bonaparte of your 
innocence.’ à 

“I should not, of course, try to do anything so stupid,” 
Armand replied. 

“Then you admit that you are guilty?” 

“Guilty of what?” 

Imogéne seemed to hesitate for a moment. 

“Of spying,” she said. 

Armand smiled. , 

“You are extraordinarily intelligent, Madame, for a 
lovely woman.” 

Imogène’s expression seemed to soften. ` 

“So now you are prepared to pay me compliments. 
Last time we met you were not so anxious to do so.” 

“Last time we met I was suffering from the sever 
disability of having lost my memory. Tonight it re- 
turned to me; it returned just a few moments before 
you ambushed us so successfully,” ; 

“And what have you remembered?” Imogène asked 
curiously. 

“I have remembered who I am, why I came 
France, and everything that concerns my past ite,” 
Armand replied. “Reprehensible though it may be, i 
is extraordinary how lost one feels without a past.” 

Imogène laughed. 

“I wonder if I should miss mine,” 
flectively. 

“You would undoubtedly do so,” Armand ans 
“if suddenly all memory of yourself, what you hadi 
done or been was erased as a child might clean a l 
son from its slate. You might under those conditi 
even find it difficult to remember how one should 
have in certain circumstances.” 

Imogéne’s eyes narrowed a little. 

“So that is your excuse for the other night,” she s 
softly. 

“Excuse is the wrong word,” Armand parried. “ 
gret is one I find much easier to use.’ 

“It is too late for that,” Imogéne said. “Yog 1 mu 
remember that I am angry with you, very ang sry. TH 
is why I have taken the trouble to denounce y you. 
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bring you to justice. I am not as a rule interested in 
justice, but for people who hurt me I have no mercy.” 

Her voice was sharp. 

“That I can well understand,” Armand said suavely. 
“I assure you that I ask no mercy for myself. You 
must forgive the tender-hearted pleas of my little half- 
sister.” 

“Do you still think of her like that?” Imogène asked 
quickly. “I understand that she is no relation of 

ours.’ 
f “She has befriended me and protected me, > Armand 
said evasively. “If it was not the action of a relative, 
it is that of a woman. Your sex, Madame, invariably 
shows sympathy and tenderness towards those who are 
sick or in trouble.” 

Imogéne looked up at him and her eyes were veiled. 

“I wonder if I can believe you?” she said. 

“I am asking you to believe nothing,” Armand re- 
plied, “save that tonight I am a very different man 
from the lost, bewildered fool who saw the gates of 
paradise open before him and ran back to hell.” 

Imogéne’s breath came quicker, stirring her high 
pointed breasts. There was something in Armand’s voice 
which seemed to perturb her. A fire flickered in the 
depths of her eyes and her red lips parted. 

“It is time that Your Grace retired for the night,” 
Armand said surprisingly. “Have I your permission to 
kiss your hand?” 

He glanced at the four men standing at his side as he 
spoke. Imogéne did not reply in words. She raised her 
arm and the light of the candles glittered on that great 
diamond she wore on her third finger. 

Armand crossed the room, took her hand in his and 
raised it. She felt his lips hard and insistent no the back 
of her hand, then he turned it over and kissed the 
palm. It was the long lingering kiss of passion. She felt 
herself tremble, as an irresistible languor swept over 
her in a sensuous wave of desire. 

She knew the feeling so well, it was almost as famil- 
iar as breathing, yet always it had the power to charm 
and enchant her, Armand’s eyes were looking into hers 
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and as he raised his head from her hand, he said- 
softly: 
“Send the men away.” 
She smiled then, a smile of triumph and elation, the 
smile of a woman utterly confident of her own beauty, 
completely sure of herself. She glanced towards the lack- 
eys and there was no hesitation in the order she gave 
them. 
“Leave the room and wait outside in the corridor,” 
she said sharply. | 
Then, as they turned smartly to obey her; she gave a 
little low laugh of excitement, and, putting up her hand l 
she drew Armand’s head towards her. A 
He felt her lips, warm, greedy and lustful; but even 
as they touched his, as he pressed them for one mo- 
ment before the closing of the door told him that they 
were alone, his hands came up towards Imogéne’s 
long white neck. His fingers were hard and merciless 
as, encircling it, he squeezed the rounded column, a 
first gently, then exerting more and more pressure until 
finally her arms fell away from his shoulders and her 
mouth flew open as she gasped again and again fo; 
breath, i 
She could not scream, could not utter a cry of am 
sort and her eyes, looking up at him, expressed firs 
astonishment, then fear until they began to protrud 
in an ugly manner. 
Still Armand’s pressure on Imogéne’s neck increase 
until her face grew blotched and purple, and it seeme 
as if she must suffocate without air. z 
Only then did he allow her to fall back against ti 
satin pillows, gasping for breath, too weak even to r 
her hands, r 
“Listen to me,” Armand said quietly, “and if yt 
make the slightest attempt to cry out, I will kill you 
before anyone can come to your rescue. You are i 
my power, completely and absolutely, and 
I am a desperate man. I have nothing to lose by mt 
dering you. ea 
“If you take me to Fontainebleau, my life is for 
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anyway. Besides that, there is little hope for the woman 
I love and the woman I intend to marry. 

“In your vanity you have played into my hands, 
you have made yourself my prisoner and I am no 
longer yours. Obey me or I swear I will throttle you. í 

“I shall go to the door now and send one of the foot- 
men for Antoinette. When she comes, I will tell you 
further what I intend to do. If you scream for help, if 
you make any attempt to recall your men, my hands 
will be on your throat long before they are in the 
room, and next time I touch you, you will not survive 
to remember it.” ; 

He saw terror in Imogène’s eyes but he knew that she 
could not speak. He went to the door, opened it a very 
little and said to the lackey outside: 

“Madame la Duchesse requires the maid Antoinette. 
Fetch her immediately.” 

“Very good, Sir.” ; 

The lackey’s voice was quite respectful, and Armand 
reflected that Imogène’s servants would doubtless be 
used to her vagaries where her lovers were concerned 
and would not find it unduly surprising that the prisoner 
—seeing that he was young and handsome—should 
now be giving them orders. 

Armand closed the door and went back to the sofa. 
Imogéne was making a strange sobbing noise in her 
throat. Her neck was covered with crimson weals from 
the strength of his hands and her eyes still appeared to 
be protruding unnaturally. 

He said nothing, only stood there and after a mo- 
ment she gave a little groan and her hands fluttered 
upwards, 

He heard a footstep outside and, giving her a warn- 
ing glance was at the door before the lackey could open 
it and usher in Antoinette. 

“Come in, Antoinette,’ Armand said. “Madame 
wants you.” 

Antoinette looked surprised at seeing him free, but 
she said nothing, merely slipped inside the room. Ar- 
mand shut the door and locked it, then he went back 
to stand at Imogène’s side. 
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“Antoinette,” he said, “I have just given the Duchess 
a demonstration of what it feels like to be strangled, 
She is suffering from the effects of my fingers as you 
will see by the marks on her neck, For the moment she 
is afraid of me, but very shortly she will be thinking 
and planning how to have me executed and perhaps 
Réve with me. 

“It is a question of wits. If I win, I save both Réve 
and myself; if the Duchess wins, we know the an. 
swer Will you help me?” 

Antoinette looked up at him. | 

“You know that I will do anything in my power, 
Monsieur, for the child I have loved since a baby.” _ 

“Then, Antoinette, I have a plan by which we may 
all three escape,” he said. a 

He turned as he spoke and took up from the table o 
inlaid ivory standing by the fireplace a little gold-han 
dled paper knife which many generations of de Val- 
monts had used to cut the leaves of their books. 

It was in reality a jewelled dagger fashioned by som 
Italian craftsman in the Middle Ages. It was an amus 
ing toy in the more civilised world in which it noy 
existed, but it had been intended for sterner tasks—the 
protection of a lady’s virtue—and it was sharp enoug 
to be an adequate defence against robbers or a sur. 
prise attack from a fiend. Armand turned it over wit 
his fingers. 

“If you love your mistress,” he said to Antoinette 
“you will not hesitate to do what I ask of you, Th 
woman you see lying here on the sofa is hard, ruthless 
and utterly without mercy for man or woman. There 
only one thing she fears—the destruction of her ow 
beauty. Take this dagger, keep it in your hand, andi 
she makes the slightest attempt to disobey my col 

mands or betray us, slash her across the face with i 
Will you do that?” ar 
“I will do exactly as Monsieur commands,” Anto 
nette said quietly. $ 
Imogène gave a little cry. J 
“But you could not do that to me,” she said, 
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her voice was tremulous and weak, very unlike her 
usual authoritative tone. 

“Antoinette will do it for the sake of Rêve de Val- 
mont—my future wife,” Armand replied. “As I would 
strangle you willingly to save her one moment of un- 
happiness, one second of fear or misery. For the first 
time, Madame la Duchesse, you have met in your life 
two people who are not slaves to your beauty nor afraid 
of your venom. 

“You have the choice of two things and two only, 
either to obey us or to lose that beauty which you have 
used as a weapon to demand what you would of life. 
Choose, and choose quietly.” 

Imogéne’s eyes turned from Armand’s face to An- 
toinette. If she expected the older woman to look 
shocked or perturbed by what she had been asked to 
do, she was disappointed. 

Antoinette met her gaze steadily and without emo- 
tion. Perhaps Imogéne sensed the almost fanatical love 
that Antoinette bore Réve and knew that behind that 
calm expression was a strength of purpose which would 
enable her to go willingly to the guillotine for a girl 
to whom she had been father and mother, nurse and 
counsellor for so many years. 

Antoinette moved the little jewelled dagger. The 
light from the candles glittered on the shining steel 
and its sharp, treacherous point. Imogéne looked again 
at Antoinette’s face. It was stern and unyielding and 
without a hint of mercy or weakness about it. 

“Choose,” he said briefly, and again in that strange 
tone which she hardly seemed to recognise as her own, 
Imogéne replied hoarsely: 

“J will do what you wish.” 
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“You will lean on my arm as if you felt extreme affec- 
tion towards me,” Armand said. a 
“I hate you,” Imogéne replied through clen hed 
teeth. “I can only pray that the Emperor’s troops will 
overtake us and that you will die a lingering, painfu 
death—as you well deserve.” a 
“By all the laws of justice your prayers, rusty fror 
long disuse, should not be answered,” Armand said, 3 
Imogene stood biting her lip, her eyes roving s DEC. 
ulatively round the room as if she sought vainly fo 
some weapon by which she herself could carry out hi 

execution, ; 
But Armand had laid his plans well. He had fot ce 
Imogéne to send for her major-domo and inform nin 
that they were leaving immediately for the coast. M 
The man received the news with the imperturbab! 
calm of a well-trained servant and, as Armand guessed 
he showed no surprise at receiving such a strange orde 
He was used to Imogéne’s vagaries and merely ima 
ined that she had fallen in love with her handsor 
prisoner and was therefore driving him out of the rea 
of Imperial interference or Monsieur Fouché’s s Dies 
the latter being as cordially disliked by the Duches 
Staff as by their mistress. if 
After the orders had been given for the carriage 
be packed, Armand made Imogéne give instructic 

that Réve should be brought to the Silver Salon. ig 
She had come into the room, wide-eyed and y 
pale. She had suspected that the summons neant í 
ther trouble, perhaps immediate transportat on | 
all of them to Fontainebleau. a 
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When Armand had explained the position to her, 
abruptly without mincing his words, the colour had 
flown back into her cheeks. She had said little, only 
looked with an expression in her eyes which made him 
glance quickly away as if he were afraid that to linger 
might mean a forgetfulness of everything else save their 
two selves, | 

It was indeed imperative that nothing should happen 
to hinder their departure or delay even by a minute 
their escape towards freedom. 

At any moment Monsieur Fouché might think of an 
excuse to bring him back to the Château, a company 
of soldiers might arrive or even some of the Count 
de Durieux’s bodyguard or retainers. 

Armand was well aware that there would be a great 
number of people searching for him and that to evade 
capture was not going to be easy. . 

Everything depended on their acting swiftly and so 
unexpectedly that their pursuers would be thrown off 
the scent. Old Jacques was fetched upstairs at Armand’s 
request, their plans were carefully explained to him 
and he was told what he must say to every inquiry, 
to every question. 

The old man was slow of understanding and his brain 
was not quick, but he was loyal and devoted and ready 
to shed his very life-blood in service to the de Val- 


= mont family. 


He promised complete obedience to every one of 
Armand’s instructions, and then with tears in his eyes 
he kissed Réve’s hand. 


“I am an old man, Mademoiselle,” he said. “I am 


_ feared that I shall never see you again, but as long as 
there is breath in my body I shall never forget you 


and I will pray for you night after night.” 
“Thank you, Jacques,” Réve replied gently, deeply 


_ Moved by the old man’s words. 


Imogéne gave a little laugh, disdainful and mocking. 
“These sentimental farewells are quite unnecessary,” 


she said. “Tell your old servant that, if he wishes, he 
will be able to see you meet your death by public 
execution. A spectacle not without enjoyment! Espe- 
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she spoke, and Imogéne looked away from it with a 
shudder which she could not almost entirely suppress. 

Réve pulled her own travelling-cloak a little more 
over her shoulders and picked up the bundles of clothes 
and small necessities which Antoinette had brought from 
their rooms while they were waiting. Armand’s lug- 


cially when one watches the traitors to France embrace 
Madame Guillotine!” 
No one had answered Imogéne’s spiteful words, by 
it was as if they spurred them all to an ever 
realisation of the danger which beset them. 
“We must hurry, Monsieur,” Antoinette said a li 


i 
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age Was very simple. 
breathlessly to Armand. P He merely crossed the room to where, lying under 
He nodded his head. A a glass case on a gilt console-table, was a jewelled 
o kes rie for them to announce that tt sword which had belonged to Réve’s father. 
coach is at the door. 


The Count had been a noted duellist and he had 
won a great many prizes and competitions in the art 
of duelling when he was a young man. When he thought 
himself too ‘old to continue to give exhibitions of his 
skill, he had had his favourite épée de combat embel- 
lished with a beautiful hilt and scabbard and laid out 
on a bed of crimson velvet in the Silver Salon at Val- 
mont. 

“My third hand,” he used to call it laughingly, and 
he had kept the blade polished bright and clean as if it 
were in frequent use. 

The sword was one of the few things Antoinette 
had been able to hide in a secret place before she left 
the Château with the child Rêve, and although the revo- 
lutionaries had sacked the house and had even pulled 
_ some of the panelling down in search of treasure, they 

had not discovered the sword or the other things which 

Antoinette had concealed so skilfully. 

On Réve’s return to Valmont the sword had gone . 
back to its customary place in the Silver Salon, where 


it reminded Réve more poignantly of her father than 
any portrait or statue could have done. 

It often seemed to her that the very spirit of him 
_ was beside the weapon which he had loved so dearly 

and which seemed to typify both his courage and his 
pride. 

As Armand walked across the salon to take the 
Sword from its nesting place and clasp it round his 
waist, she had been glad and in some Ways reassured 
that he had chosen this particular weapon to defend 
them from whatever lay ahead, 
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Antoinette had fetched Imogéne’s cloak, an elaborate 
garment of coral velvet, its hood lined with white e 
mine so that it framed her dark head as if with a hale 
She looked so lovely that for a moment Réve elt 
pang of envy and of jealousy. 2 
But one glance at the expression on Armand’s fe 
swept all such thoughts from her mind, for while sk 
was looking at Imogéne he had been looking at he 
The intensity and passion in his gaze brought the blo 
to her cheeks. 
She felt her heart quicken its beat, she felt that sam 
i ecstasy and joy course through her veins that had be 
f hers when they had first met, when they had first me 
i that enchanted magnetism and realised that somethi 
untoward was happening to both of them. 4 
That magic had now been recaptured. They we 
both actually conscious of each other’s presence, bo 
kindled with the same fire, tingling with the same i 
sion of happiness which despite the danger in whi 
they stood seemed to run through their veins like w 
M There was a knock on the door. a 
| “The coach is ready, Your Grace.” ? 
Armand glanced at Imogène and held out his arm 
courteous formality, She hesitated for a moment, t 
slipped her arm through it. ii 
“You know what orders to give,” he said, “you kn 
too, what, if you fail to give them or make one cry 
l help, you may expect?” ae 
“Yes, indeed,” Antoinette said quietly. “I sha 
at once, Madame,” 
Her fingers closed over the little jewelled dagg 
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Now they were ready. They had only to descend 
the broad staircase to the hall, walk to the front dod Or, 
step into the waiting carriage and they would be © f. 
Rêve was conscious that her heart was beating almost 
suffocatingly as she followed Armand, the Duche sS 
leaning on his arm. ] 

Lackeys bowed them into the coach, Imogéne an¢ 
Rêve seated themselves on the back seat with Armand 
and Antoinette facing them. 

As the door closed they heard the crack of the coz a 
man’s whip, the jingle of the harness, a jerk as 
horses took the pull of the shafts; then slowly thę 
wheels began to turn. They were on their way. 3 

No one spoke. Rêve knew that both Armand and / 
toinette were as tense as she was herself as they droy 
down the long drive and through the iron gates on 
the road which led to St. Benis. 

At the beginning of the village they heard the hors ses 
hoofs ringing on the cobbles, and the coach, well-s ru 
though it was, rattled and rolled a little. 

But no one was thinking of discomfort, Instead t they 
were anticipating with horror what would happen ni 
there should come a command to halt. 

There were two coachmen on the box, two footmei 
standing behind, four horses each carrying its < OW 
postilion, and the other half-dozen of the Duchess 
servants were on horse-back, riding perfectly matche 
black horses with a touch of Arab in their ee dial 

There flashed through Réve’s mind that Arman 
would be able to escape much quicker if he were 
take one of these tireless stallions and ride on a a 3 
But even as the thought came to her she knew that i 
was hopeless to suggest it. Armand would never le say 
her. 

She was certain of that; and though she might ha na 
ridden beside him, neither of them now would z l 
Antoinette to the mercy of the Duchess. i 

No, Armand’s plan was the only possible one 8 r 
Rêve was surprised how well and how successfully 
had succeeded so far. She could hardly believe t hat | g i 
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gène would be so frightened as to agree to everything 
that was suggested to her. 

Yet she had intercepted one glance which the Duch- 
ess had given the little dagger that Antoinette carried 
and she realised that her fear was a very real one. 

Only now when they were together in the coach and 
in no danger of being overheard did Imogène allow 
her anger to show itself and her fury to blaze forth in 
the livid fury of her eyes and the twisted bitterness 
of her mouth. 

Rêve could see Imogène’s face very clearly by the 
light of the silver candle lanterns fixed in the corners of 
the carriage, and, looking at her, she thought to her- 
self that it was strange that such exquisite beauty could 
be so evil. 

There was indeed unbridled evil in Imogène’s ex- 
pression as she rested her head against the soft 
padded cushions of the coach and spoke directly to 
Armand. 

“You fool!” she said. “What do you think to gain 
by this? Do you imagine that Fouché, hating me as he 
does for having been a jump ahead of him, will allow 
you to escape so easily? The Chateau will have been 
watched, for he will be waiting to escort us to Paris 
e the morrow whatever I might have said to prevent 

“I have thought of that,” Armand said simply. 
“Monsieur Fouché was expecting you to spend what re- 
mained of the night at Valmont, and doubtless, know- 
ing your habits, he would not anticipate that you would 
be on the road much before noon.” 

Imogéne pressed her lips together to prevent an an- 
gry exclamation. Fouché would doubtless expect her 
plans to take that course exactly for, had it not been 
for Armand’s unexpected behaviour, she would un- 
doubtedly have slept at Valmont and allowed nothing 
to interfere with her own desire to rest. 

“I have been reckoning,” Armand said, “that we have 
with any luck got about ten or eleven hours’ start. 
Our only real danger is that we may encounter the 
Emperor’s troops or be questioned by some local au- 
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thority who, having been informed of my escape, may 
make inquiries of any unexpected wayfarers.” | 

Rêve spoke for the first time. 

“Is there any reason why they should anticipate that 
you should go north?” she asked. “Do they suspect who 
you are?” 4 

“That is for Madame la Duchess to answer,” Armand 
said. | 

Imogene tossed her head. 

“TI shall tell you nothing which might alleviate you 
anxiety,” she said. “I hope the fear of death stalks be- 
side you until in very terror you betray yourself.” "s 

Armand threw back his head and laughed. l 

“You are trying to frighten us,” he said, “and some- 
how, strange though it may seem to you, Madame, I 
am not frightened. I have a prophetic presentiment 
within me that we shall all reach home in safety.” 

His words made Rêve think for a moment of 
mont. Once again she had left her home, once gai 
penniless she was fleeing from those who would take 
her life and destroy everything she loved and held ra 

Yet even as the thought came to her with all its m 
ancholy, she knew that, true though it was, it was of 1 
consequence. 

When she had left Valmont before, Antoinette 
been beside her; now not only was Antoinette s 
there but she was with Armand; and in that mom 
Clearly and assuredly she knew that, while she might b 
leaving her home, she was going to another. Whe: a | 
Armand might be, wherever they might dwell to bias 
that would be home for her, henceforth and for e 

In the past she had been utterly and almost o 
whelmingly lonely. Now she would no longer be alo 

It was not so much the fact that he was besi ie he 
she was part of him. They belonged eee 
spirit from the very first moment of theirs 
when their eyes had met and they had kno wo 
strange union of souls, 

Yes, Rêve knew that to her Armand me; 
the protection, comfort, love and understandin 
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she had never known in her childhood and had missed 
in her adolescence, but which now she had found in her 
womanhood. 

Love had brought her all these things and even in 
death they would not be divided. 

At peace within her own heart she smiled across the 
coach at Armand, and when he smiled back at her she 
felt as if the sun was pouring through the window 
and it was no longer night. 

Antoinette bent forward to tuck the rug more close- 
ly over her knees. 

“Sleep, my little one, and you, Monsieur. I will keep 
watch over this lady. You can trust me and you can 
both relax.” 

“I know that we can trust you, Antoinette,” Ar- 
mand said, “but we will take it in turn, you and I, to 
act as gaoler. In five hours’ time we should be at 
Amiens. There we will change horses before it is day- 
li hs 

aera sleep until we reach Amiens,” Antoinette said. 

Under the circumstances Réve thought it would be 
impossible to sleep, and yet the strain and emotion of 
the past hours had taken their toll. After a while, try 
as she would to keep awake, she felt her eyes closing 
and her head nodding against the soft cushions, 

Before she slept, she realised that Imogéne was 
asleep first, her breath coming evenly and rhythmically, 
her hands with their heavy diamond rings lying limp 
in the lap of her dress. 

“At least she cannot be overburdened by her guilty 
conscience,” Réve thought with a little smile as she too 
fell asleep. 

She was wakened by the sound of voices as they 
drove into the yard of an Inn. Ostlers came running, the 
coachmen climbed down from the box, and there was 
the usual interchange of pleasantries, questions and an 


- occasional oath or two. 


Armand stepped out from the carriage. Réve heard 
his voice, quiet and commadning, say: 
“Madame instructs me to tell you that she re- 
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But his words were lost. Imogéne, wide awake now, 
bent forward in an attempt to look out of the window, 

There was a great number of people outside, some 
seeing to the horses, others bringing food and drink for i 
the attendants, the proprietor adding up the accounts 
and a miscellaneous collection of stable boys, grooms, 
waiters and spectators who seemed to spring from no- 
where but to be unaccountably wakeful at such an 
early hour in the morning. 

Suddenly as swift as a panther might spring Imogene 
put out her hand to grasp the handle of the door. She 
pulled it open and in one single moment would hava 
been outside the coach had not Antoinette moved a 
quickly as she did. 

The pointed tip of the dagger was slashed agains 
her wrist, inflicting a deep scratch which cea i E 
mediately to bleed. 

Imogène gave a little cry and let go of the hand 
of the door. Antoinette pulled it shut with a slight s 

“How dare you!” Imogéne said. “You have hurt ni 
Look what you have done!” 

In answer Antoinette drew a large clean white iinen 
handkerchief from the pocket of her dress. a 

“I had my orders, Madame,” she said. “I am oa 
to obey them.” a 

Imogène snatched the handkerchief from her an 
attempted to stop the flow of blood. 3 

“You have injured me,” she said. “We must H a . 
doctor immediately lest I bleed to death.” 

“It is but a scratch, Madame,” Antoinette said suan 
ly. “You are fortunate that I did not do as Mons je | 
had instructed me and strike at your face.” 

“You wouldn’t dare!” Imogéne muttered. x 

Antoinette bent forward, and taking the hs iif 
chief from her, tore it into several strips and s 
bound up the wound on her wrist. 

“Madame is making a great mistake,” she | s 
quietly, “if she thinks that I would hesitate in < 
to save those I love. And even if it were not a ques 
of saving them and it would be too late to de that 
think I would be justified in despoiling Madam 
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beauty which has brought unhappiness and misery to 
so many.” 

“What do you mean?” Imogéne said angrily. 

“The day I left Fontainebleau for Valmont,” An- 
toinette replied, “the maid in the next apartments to 
us was weeping bitterly. I gave her what comfort I could 
and inquired what had distressed her to such an ex- 
tend. She told me that she was personal maid to the old 
Comtesse de Méry, an old lady who had come to 
court to petition the Emperor for the return of her son’s 
Chateau near Lyons. 

The Emperor had granted her request, but though 
the Château was released, the present owner, Comte 
Jules de Méry, would not return to it. He would not 
leave Fontainebleau because he was besotted by a very 
lovely lady. 

Everyone else had ceased to be of consequence to 
him; but while his mother waited and prayed that he 
might return to sanity and to an appreciation of the 
favours which had been granted to him, the lady of 
his choice tired of him, and so the Comte killed him- 
self. 

He was found dead in his room, with his throat cut 
from ear to ear. It was an ugly sight to a stranger like 
myself, but much worse for a mother who had loved 
her only son.” 

There was a pause as Antoinette stopped speaking, 
then Imogéne remarked with an air of defiance. 

“Jules was always an hysterical youth, a more baly 
anced person would not have behaved in such a man- 
ner.” 

“A more balanced person might not have loved you 
so deeply, Madame,” Antoinette replied quietly. 

The door of the coach was opened and Armand got 
in. He carried in his hand a plate piled high with fresh 
crisp bread, buttured and sandwiched with slices of 
ham. 

“It is the best I could procure,” he said, “although it 
is hardly suitable fare for ladies of quality.” 

Rêve laughed. 

“When one is hungry,” she said, “there is a very 
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obvious equality between ladies of quality and more 
ordinary folk.” | 
She took a roll and dug her white teeth into the 
crisp crust. After a moment Imogéne put out her hand 
and helped herself. It was then that Armand saw the 
bandage round her wrist. 
“Have you hurt yourself?” he inquired. i 
She gave him a glance of unmasked venom, but did 
not reply. He did not press the question further. 
The new horses started off at a brisk rate. Armand 
had obviously given instructions for the coachmen to 
drive as quickly as they could, but the journey was by 
no means smooth and at times the coach rocked diz- 
zily from side to side. i 
It was Antoinette’s turn to sleep, and after a mile 
or so Rêve felt sleepy too. Her eyelids closed, then she 
was suddenly aware that Imogène had leant forwa d 
towards Armand. She laid her unbandaged hand on his 
arm and in a whisper which was very soft and beguiling 

she said: A 
“Why do we not stop fighting? Let us be friends—you 

and I.” 

“Have you a capacity for friendship?” Armand in 
quired, and there was a hint of amusement in his tone 
In answer Imogéne’s fingers tightened over his am 
“You are going to England,” she said. “If you ask me, 

I will come with you.” - A 
“And leave your life here—your position, your 
wealth, your influence at Court?” Armand inquired. 
“What do they matter” Imogéne replied. “The thing 
I have acquired have all been part of a game whic 
I play against the world, against everyone. Have you 
never thought how amusing it is to realise that on 
can get anything one wants, anything because one ~ 
beautiful? ‘ 
“I was only a child when I first sensed my power, ai 
then when I began to exploit it I knew that while i he 

were men in the world, whether they be Emperor: 
crossing-sweepers, I could have everything that I wi 
from them, and more besides,” A 
“A dangerous philosophy,”- Armand said. i 
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“Why?” Imogène inquired. “What else does anyone 
strive for save power? All seek it—some effectively, 
some ineffectively. Whether they be Napoleon Bona- 
parte or a man who works in an office, they toil and 
sweat for one thing and one thing only—power, power, 
power! To have what they want, to gain what they 
desire, to achieve in a greater or lesser degree that for 
which their heart craves.” 


“And what do you want,” Armand asked, “when you 
have so much?” 

“I want you,” Imogéne replied softly. “You are the 
only man I have ever met who has turned from me, 
who has repulsed me. To make you mine I would fol- 
low you to the uttermost parts of the earth. Can you 
refuse me now that I have told you that?” 

Armand looked at her and surprisingly his eyes were 
gentle. 

“A few months ago,” he said, “I might have been 
flattered by what you suggest, but I should not have 
understood what made you offer yourself to me. Now 
I understand your need and I am desperately sorry for 
you.” 

“Sorry?” Imogéne queried. “Why should you be sorry 
for me?” 

“Because you are looking for something, because you 
do not know what that something is, because so far you 
have failed in your search for it,” Armand replied, 

Imogéne knit her lovely brows together. 

“What do you mean?” she queried. 

“I mean, Madame, that you are finding life as empty 
and as boring as I found it but a short while ago when 
I agreed to come to France in search of adventure. 
Life has offered you many things, things that seem 
delectable and infinitely desirable, but they turn to 
ashes in your mouth. 

“You are bored as I was bored with the people 
around you. You are bored with those who seek you 
out, you are bored with their desires and your own. 
You know that something is missing, you know that 

your life is empty; but you are not quite certain what it 
is you want, and you won’t be happy until you get it.” 
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“It is you I want,” Imogéne said a little defiantly. | 
“No,” Armand shook his head. “You only want me- 
because I have proved difficult. Had I been easy, trac- 
table, you woud have tired of me long since. No, what 
you are looking for is love, real love, which comes to 
us but once in a lifetime. Perhaps you will find it, per- 
haps it will elude you, yet without it you will always be 
alone, unhappy and unsatisfied.” | 
“Itis your love I want,” Imogène said desperately. a 
“My love such as it is,” Armand said, and there was 
a sudden ring in his voice, “is given to someone else, 
She is asleep beside you, Duchess, and perhaps you 
will wonder what it is that she has which you have not 
got. You are both women, both very beautiful. You 
have had great experience; you have had opportuni- 
ties for development which Réve has never had, so that 
you might easily think that you would find it easier for 
you to captivate a man than for a girl who is simple 
unsophisticated and innocent. 
“But actually none of these things are of real conse 
quence, Love is a thing which happens between a mam 
and a woman in its perfection but once in a lifetime anc 
only to those who are fortunate—others may never fine 
it. j 
“From the moment I first saw Rêve I loved her. ] 
knew then what it was I had missed ever since I wa 
old enough to think, what it was I longed for in ever 
woman but found lacking, what it was I wanted fror 
life and yet had not been able to express in words. I 
was true love! My love for Rêve and hers for me” | 
“And what of me?” Imogéne asked and her voice 
was shrill. i 
“Our lives have crossed by accident,” Arm and re 
plied quietly. “Had you not forced the issue between us 
we should not be here now.” a 
“J want you! Why should I give you up?” ae 
Imogéne’s voice was hard. Armand looked across t 
carriage at her. The dawn was breaking and alreac 
the first pale fingers of the sun were creeping up | th 
sky, its light dimming the flickering candles and f 
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vealing something haggard and sharp about Imogène’s 
face. 

It was not that she looked old, it was just that there 
was something empty and meaningless in her beauty. 
There was no light shining behind the mask that was 
her face, there was no inner spirit to radiate through 
the translucent depths of her eyes. 

Armand sighed, and did not answer her question 
so that after a moment Imogène said: 

“Have you thought of what will happen to me after 
this? I shall be the laughing stock of all France. The 
Emperor will accuse me of treachery, of having con- 
spired against him in having allowed you to escape. I 
shall be fortunate if I can convince him that you out- 
witted me. 

“And if eventually he believes the truth that I let 
you go unwillingly do you not suppose that my enemies 
will make capital of it? Fouché, who loathes me, the 
women who have been jealous of me, the wives and 
mistresses who have been neglected because their men 
have left them for me. How they will laugh, how they 
will sneer! 

“There will never be a conversation in which some 
barbed sentence will not be introduced about how I 
wished to protect my beauty rather than serve the Em- 
peror. I am not a fool, I have always faced facts and 
I know exactly what awaits me if I return to Fontaine- 
bleau alone. 

“Take me with you, take me to England. You talk of 
love, let me teach you what love means.” l 

Armand sighed, 

“What do you know of love but the hunger of the 
body?” he asked. “A lust which can be easily satisfied 
and which sooner or later satiates those who hunger 
for it. No, Madame, I doubt if you could teach me any- 
thing of the love such as I have glimpsed for but a 
brief moment and which I know to be the path which 
leads to paradise. 

“A love of the spirit, a love of the soul! Something 
which I hardly believed existed until now—a love with 
an inner beauty more compelling than any superficial 
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loveliness, a love which is the perfect unity of a man 
and woman who are made for each other.” 

“You believe that nonsense of souls and spirits?” Imo- 
gène exclaimed. “You fool!” 

“Tf I am a fool,” Armand replied, “then allow me to 
be happy in my folly. I ask nothing else. Go back to 
your Palace, to your Emperor and the intrigues of 
society. You will soon forget that I existed, and your 
enemies will have fresh escapades to talk about. ~ 

“You said yourself you always got what you wanted, 
There must be an exception to every rule, in your 
case perhaps only one exception, but ‘it is easily for- 
gotten.” 

Imogéne. put her fingers up to her eyes and after ¢ 
moment she said in a strangled voice: 

“And suppose I cannot forget?” 

Before Armand could answer, Antoinette stirred a 
woke. A 
“Where am I?” she asked in a voice of fear; then 
looking round her, she saw Rêve and smiled. g 

“Pardon, Monsieur,” she whispered to Armand, “but 
I had a bad dream. I dreamt that we were captured? 

“Do not perturb yourself. Dreams always go by th 
contrary,” Armand said reassuringly. 

But as if Antoinette’s words perturbed him, he le 
down a window and putting his head out, he shou tec 
to the coachman to go faster. i 

Rêve did not open her eyes. She had no wish for A 
mand or the Duchess to know that she had overhe 
their conversation. She did not wish to embarrass then 
and was only too conscious of her gratitude an’ $ 
happiness swelling within her heart to have any ¢ 
to discomfort the Duchess or add to her unhappines s. 

She could find it easy now to be sorry for heria 
could understand perhaps better than Armand 7 
fate awaited her on her return to Fontainebleau. 

But worse still, Réve thought, to have lost / 
have staked everything, to have sacrificed pride e a 
self-respect in one desperate effort at frankness a 
be repulsed. Could anything be worse? Fonte noble 
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and the jeers of one’s enemies could not hurt as much 
as that. 

The day passed slowly. Because they had nothing else 
to do, they played cards and Imogéne was quite childish- 
ly delighted when she won not once but continually at 
whist. 

“My luck is changing,” she said, looking from un- 
der her dark eyelashes at Armand. “Lucky in one thing, 
lucky in others.” 

She swept their money off the table into her lap. 

“My luck has changed,” she repeated. “Are you 
afraid?” 

“If we are honest, we would all admit to being 
afraid to something,” Réve said. 

“Very well, I will be honest and say that I am 
afraid because things have gone so well,” Armand 
said with a smile. “We got away from the Château, 
we have found posting-horses and good ones, the coach 
has not broken down and we have not been intercepted 
as yet.” 

Réve gave a little cry. 

“T hate those last two words,” she said. “Do not speak 
of things having gone right. It is unlucky. The gods 
are made jealous.” 

“Le Bon Dieu will understand,” Antoinette said 
quietly. 

Imogene gathered up the cards. 

“Shall we play again?” she asked. 

Armand looked out through the window. 

“I think there is hardly time,” he said. “We are 
approaching the environs of Calais.” 

“When we get there what happens?” Rêve asked 
apprehensively. 

In answer Armand let down the window and spoke- 
to the coachman on his box. After some distance the 
horses turned down a narrow dusty lane which took 
them along the cliff side. 

“Where are we going?” Rêve asked. 

He smiled at her reassuringly. 

“There is something else I have remembered,” he 


replied. 
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The coach came to a halt beside a group of fisher- 
men’s cottages. It was a desolate part of the coast 
and there were only a few barefooted children playing 
on the shore who stared at the dusty, mud-splashed — 
carriage with its tired attendants, their gorgeous liv- 
eries in strange contrast to the fatigue on their faces, 

Armand got out. ‘ 

“Guard the Duchess,” he said to Antoinette, and 
went slowly down to the huts. i 

One by one over the horizon fishing boats appeared, 
their patched sails billowing in the evening breeze. 
They were heading for home, their catch on board, their 
men hungry and weary after a long day’s fishing. 

It grew dark and still Armand did not return. 

Rêve bent forward apprehensively and looked out of 
the window. She could see him standing outside one o 
the huts, a fisherman by his side. The man held somes ~- 
thing in his hands; Rêve saw him bending over it g 
realised that he was kindling a light in a heavy a 
tern. 

Some minutes passed and then the light flickered a 
grew stronger. The fisherman held the lantern by th 
handle and swung it backwards and forwards, sign : 
ling out to sea. Réve strained her eyes. 

Already it was hard to see anything but the fishing 
boats which were being pulled in on the beach br 
them. Again and again the man flashed his lamp. S 
could see Armand looking at an horizon which y 
almost indistinct now as the darkness both of sea a 
sky met and were united. 

At length, far away, so small and indistinct t 
after a moment Rêve felt she must have dreame di 
there came an answering signal. It came and went, ca 
again and then vanished. 2 

Had it been there, she wondered or was it pe ha S 
the reflection in a glass of the coach of the lantara 
the shore? Then, as she wondered, the light came a 
and this time she was certain. 

Armand came back to the coach, walking w with le 
impatient strides. He spoke to the coachman. oE 

“Go another mile farther along,” he anit “You 
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find a sandy bay, it is the first we come to. It would 
be hard to miss it.” 

He got in and shut the door behind him. There was 
an air of excitement about him which Réve sensed in- 
stantly. The coach rumbled along, unable to proceed 
at anything more than a walking pace for the road was 
rough and untended and little more than a cart track. 

Réve did not ask any questions. She knew without 
asking that Armand had got in contact with someone 
who could help them, perhaps a ship of the British 
fleet lying in the Channel, waiting for just such a 
message. 

She wondered what would have happened if he had 
not recovered his memory, if he had not known where 
to go, and yet when she told him her story, he had 
believed her and they had tried to escape as she had 
originally intended, She thought now that such an ac- 
tion might well have proved disastrous. 

The coach came to a sudden stop. The door was 
opened and a footman said: 

“Is this the place, Monsieur? The coachman says it 
is impossible to get the horses any farther.” 

“This will do,” Armand replied. 

“Is this where we say good-bye?” Imogéne inquired. 
Her voice was languid and betrayed nothing of her 
feelings whatever they were. 

“Not yet,” Armand answered. “I regret that for safe- 
ty’s sake you must escort us, Madame, to the very wa- 
ter’s edge. We are in a lonely spot, but one never 
knows what might turn up, If you will be good enough 
to alight. I will help you down the cliff.” 

In answer Imogéne shrugged her shoulders and al- 
lowed Armand to assist her to the ground, It was a 
rough track, little more than a goat track winding 
down the cliff side. 

It was difficult to see the way and more than once 
they stumbled, while Imogéne’s servants, obeying her 
commands to wait for them at the top, watched them 
go in amazement. 

“They are wondering if I will return,” she said to 
Armand when they were out of earshot of the little 
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band holding their tired horses and staring at their 
mistress’s descent of the perilous cliffs, 

“They will not be disappointed,” Armand said firm- 
ly. “You have them well trained, Madame, in obedi- 
ence,” 

“They fear me more than they fear the Emperor 
himself,” Imogéne answered. “I have my own methods 
of dealing with recreant servants.” 

Her voice was hard and Rêve felt her sympathy for t 
her shrivel and die. This was a woman without mercy, 
a woman who had driven men to their death without 
regret, who would not hesitate to inflict misery and 
unhappiness on anyone who crossed her. 

They reached the bay, the sand was soft beneath 
their feet and the silence was broken only by the rippi 
of the waves splashing gently on the shore. 

The wind seemed to have died, the sea was ve y 
calm, and there seemed nothing to break the aol 
silence and almost eerie breathlessness which lay over 
everything. 

Armand walked down to the very water’s edge a ad i 
looked out to sea. There were no lights, nothing to be X 
seen, only a vast expanse of dark water. 

Still he went on looking into the darkness and Re ve 
found herself looking too, straining her eyes, thinkin 
that she saw something and then realising that it 
but an optical illusion and the movement of a wave. 4 

No one spoke. Even Imogéne seemed awed a g - 
lence as if the very tenseness of their feelings and th 
quietness around them left her without words. At length 
Armand gave a little exclamation. j 

It was hardly more than the indrawing of his b eath 
but Réve heard it and at the same time saw what h 
had seen. = 

A dark shape was coming across the water, and a 
few seconds later they heard the splash of oars. a boa 
was being rowed towards them, a boat moving s 
and purposefully to carry them to safety. y 

Réve slipped her hand into Armand’s. She could: 
herself trembling with excitement and knew fro. 
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quick, almost painful pressure of his fingers that he was 
excited too. 

It was then they heard a sound behind them, a sound 
of falling stones, of men scrambling and clambering 
down the cliffs. Rêve turned her head apprehensievly. 
For a moment she wondered if the Duchess’s servants 
had become alarmed and were coming in search of her, 
perhaps, as they thought, to rescue her from abduction. 

Then even as the thought crossed her mind, there 
came a voice, a voice out of the darkness: 

“Hurry, you fools, you dolts, hurry! They cannot have 
gone far.” 

Réve stood as if turned to stone. She recognised the 
voice. There was only one person who spoke in that 
way, only one person whose voice rose to a high fal- 
setto, curiously feminine and quite unforgettable in its 
surprising hysteria. 
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As Réve clung to Armand’s hand, her heart pounding, 
the moon came out from behind the clouds. 

It was but rising in the sky and its light had no 
yet come to its full strength, yet it was strong enough 
to illuminate everything very clearly so that with or 
startled and apprehensive glance Réve could see all 
that was happening. i 

She had her back to the sea, facing towards the 
direction from which the noise came. The first 
she saw was half a dozen soldiers in red and blue 
uniform, scrambling down the cliff side, slipping < 
slithering i in their heavy boots, the loose stones cas j 7 
ing in front of them like miniature avalanches. i 

Coming down the path, picking his way fastidious ly, 
was Comte Giles de Durieux. 

He was dressed in his habitual black and with nis 
cloak swinging behind him he looked in the light of 
the moon like some revengeful bird of prey. 

It seemed to Réve that his hands were like talons anc 
his face, white and evil, resembling some monstrou 
apparition from the supernatural. a 

As Réve was able to see the Count, so he was able 
to see them, and pointing to the little crowd on the 
shore he cried in a voice rising high almost to a shriek 

“There they are, there they are! Seize them, mei 
seize them!” 

The soldiers were, however, unable to obey him a 
they had not yet descended on to the shore, for havi in, 
missed the path, they had found it imperative in so 
places to retrace their steps lest they should fall f 
the overhanging rocks. 

Then as Rêve stood, too frightened even to cry o u 
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she heard a sound beside her and turned to see that 
the boat had come right into shore, the oars were 
being shipped, and two sailors were springing over the 
side to drag it stern first into shallow water. 

It was a large boat manned by eight men and to 
Réve’s utter relief she saw that four of them held mus- 
kets in their hands. A petty officer reached shore first, 
the water splashing high against his boots as he came 
quickly through the softly breaking waves. 

He came up to Armand and saluted him, 

“From H.M.S. Triumphant, m’lord,” he said in En- 
glish. “We are ready to take you aboard.” 

Nothing could have been more reassuring and in a 
way more contemptuous than his utter disregard for the 
French soldiers scrambling about on the cliff or the 
Count advancing across the sands, crying out as he 
did so for his escort to make speed. 

“Get the ladies into the boat,” Armand said. 

“Very good, Sir.” 

He picked up Antoinette without more ado. She gave 
a little startled exclamation, then submitted to being car- 
ried through the water to the boat. Réve turned to Ar- 
mand with a touch of panic in her eyes. 

“Hurry,” she said, “the soldiers have muskets.” 

In answer Armand gathered her up in his arms and 
with a few strides deposited her beside Antoinette in 
the bows of the boat. Yet even in that brief second 
she clung to him and as he set her down she felt his 
lips against her hair and knew a thrill which even 
terror and fear could not supplant. 

Then, as she expected him to jump into the boat be- 
side her, he turned and walked back through the water. 
She gave a little cry: 

“Armand, where are you going?” 

But he did not reply, and she saw that he was going 
to meet the Count who was nearing the water’s edge, 
Imogéne, too, had obviously the same intention for she 
moved along ‘the sand until she reached the Count one 
split second before Armand. 

“Giles,” she said urgently, “seize the man. He is 
about to escape us,” 
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_ “That is just what I intend doing,” the Count replied, 
and facing Armand he said: “Sir, you can conside 
yourself under arrest.” i 

“I shall consider myself nothing of the sort,” Armand 
replied coolly, and turning to the petty officer who 
was close beside him, he said: “Instruct your men to 
hold these soldiers at bay. Do not shoot unless you 


have to. I have a debt to settle with this gentleman be- 
fore we embark.” 


“Very good, m’lord.” 

The order was barked out, and the four sailc 
Sprang from the boat to stand Teady with their m S= 
kets trained on the French soldiers who by this time 
were running across the sand from the bottom of he 
cliff 




























At the sight of the English sailors, they hesitated for 
a moment, reduced their speed to a walk, then stopr od 
and looked at each other as if for guidance, 

“Resistance is useless,” the Count said angrily. “There 
is a full company of the Imperial Guard but a few m es 
behind us. If you attempt to escape, I shall have you 
shot immediately,” r 

“Pistols,” Armand said pleasantly, “were never to 
my liking. I see, Count, that you have a sword. I have 
one also. I therefore challenge you to a duel and one 
which shall be fought to the death.” = 


The Count’s eyes narrowed, then he looked round 


UU 


quickly. He saw the soldiers who had come with him 
standing sheepishly some way away. Their muskets were 
in their hands, but they were making no attempt to 
them, 
Kneeling on one knee on the sand and cove ‘ing 
them were the four Sailors with the petty officer in 
charge. The Count glanced up at the cliff. There was ne 
one in sight, 
“We have time to fight our duel before your rein- 
forcements arrive,” Armand said gently. - 
“Why are you hesitating, Giles?” Imogéne said im- 
patiently. “Everyone knows you are one of the bes 
Swordsmen in France, Kil] this imposter, kill him, he 
deserves to die,” a 
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Armand’s lips twisted into a smile. 


“You were offering me a very different fate but a 
short while ago, Madame,” he said. 


Imogène’s eyes flashed. 
it,” she said, and her tone was 


“And you refused 
bitter, 


“Are you ready, Count?” Armand asked. 
ill the Count seemed to hesitate. He glanced again 
towards his men, opened his mouth as if he would cal] 
futility of such an action. 


them, then realised the 
“Why should I fight 
his voice was petulant. 
“IT can tell you one 
as you call me, should 


with 


very 
Wish 


a traitor?” he inquired, and 


good reason why a traitor, 
to fight with you,” Armand 


said, “Because you are rotten and evil, because it is 


the job of all decent men 
you are and believe in.” 


to abhor and destroy all that 


His words seemed to touch the Count on the raw. 


He drew himself up as 


to gleam fanatically as he sai 


if in 


affront and his eyes began 


d: 


“You fool! What do you know of such things? It 
was my powers, which you dare to call evil, which 
showed me where to come in search of you. I was 
guided here, yes, guided, by the greatest force on 


earth.” 


“If that is true,” Armand retorted, “then the soon- 
er I rid the earth of your devil-infested body the better. 


On guard, Sir,” 


He drew his sword as hes 
ly the Count followed his 


unfasten his long velvet 


which to move. 


Her fingers were clasped together, her face alight with 


€ could see better she pushed 
back her ermine-lined hood and her head was bare in 


excitement, So that sh 


the moonlight, 


In the boat Réve turned and put out her hands to- 


wards Antoinette. 


“The Count will kill him,” 


toinette what can I do?” 


poke and almost reluctant- 


lead. Then he paused to 


Cloak and flung it on the sands, 
Imogéne drew aside to give the men more space in 
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She whispered, “Oh, An- 






























“Nothing, ma petite,” Antoinette answered softly, 
“save pray for Monsieur and know deep in your heart 
that right will triumph. See, the soldiers are quiet for 
fear of these brave Englishmen. Monsieur will win his 
battle, you can be certain of that.” . 

“But I cannot be,” Réve answered. “Did you not hear 
the Duchess say that the Count was the best swordsman 
in France?” 

“Monsieur is doubtless the best swordsman in En- 
gland,” Antoinette said steadily. “Pray, child, pray for 
him and hide your eyes if you are afraid to watch su n 
a fight.” : . 

It was impossible of course to do any such thir A 
Rêve turned her head to look at the two men already 
fighting. The moonlight was growing stronger, its rays 
glinted on the shining steel of the crossed swords and 
revealed the tense expressions on the duellists’ faces. H 

Armand’s jaw was set square, his eyes were alert, < nd 
his breath came quickly, otherwise he appeared to Réve 
to wear his usual expression when something serious was 
occurring and needed his full concentration. But the 
Count was very different. a 

His face was contorted almost diabolically. His eyes 
were pools of madness, his lips quivered and now and 
then some foul oath was spat from them as he was 
forced to retreat before Armand’s blade or when they 
were locked together hilt to hilt. 

Armand never spoke. The Duchess cried out, con 
tinually spurring the Count on with cries of encourage- 
ment, sneering and jeering at Armand when he lost a 
point or his opponent seemed to have got the upper 
hand, “aM 

There was no doubt from the first moment of the 
fight that the two men were very evenly matched. 3 

The Count was older and therefore not quite as 
quick as Armand, but he was more experienced and hac 
a kind of tricky finesse which Armand found at first 
trifle disconcerting. a 

Yet he managed to stand his ground, to avoid tt 
traps which the Count set for him, to fight steadily with 
out apparently over-exerting himself. E 
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As the minutes went by the pace and fury of the 
attack seemed to take its toll of the Count. They must 
have been fighting for perhaps ten minutes when Rêve, 
glancing towards the soldiers, saw a strange sight. 

The Frenchmen had laid dowñ their arms and had 
drawn nearer to watch the duel with interest and ex- 
citement. The English sailors still held their muskets, 
but they were no longer at their shoulders, and they too 
had turned to watch. 

Shoulder to shoulder the men stood, bitter enemies 
as far as their countries were concerned, but united to- 
gether as man to man in a common interest. On all 
their faces there was but one expression, that of a keen 
love of sport. 

Thrust and counter-thrust, an attack repulsed and 
the incessant clash of steel. Both men were warming up 
by this time. Their faces were flushed and even the 
Count’s habitual pallor had been replaced by a faint 
glow on his thin cheeks. 

Armand had the advantage—no, he had lost it— 
now he was retreating before a vicious, deadly attack 
on the part of the Count. 

The quickness of his movements saved his life. He 
was no longer on the defensive—in his turn he was 
attacking. The Count was parrying his thrusts, giving 
a superb exhibition of swordsmanship. 

If it had not been a matter of life and death, Réve 
felt that like the soldiers and sailors watching she might 
have been thrilled by the very expert quality of the 
swordsmanship. 

But it was difficult to remember anything save what 
was at stake. Armand’s life and hers as well. If he 
should fail, if he should fall to the ground wounded and 
incapable of getting away, then as far as she was con- 
cerned life was finished and she would ask nothing 
more than to be allowed to die with him. 

Then as Réve watched, as her apprehensions grew 
for Armand’s safety, it seemed to her that she was 
indeed watching an age-old battle between good and 
evil. There was something young and virile, strong and 
clean about Armand, 
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He fought in a controlled, decent manner without — 
ever attempting to take unfair advantage of his op- 
ponent or to infringe upon the rules pertaining to duel- 
ling, rules which had been in existence for hundreds 
of years. 

There was, too, something fine and even noble about 
his appearance, and the same adjectives could be 
applied to his swordsmanship. He fought as a gentle- 
man might fight, but the Count was very different. 

Twisting his lips, uttering insults, oaths, expletives, 
trying by every trick and every possible cheat to take 
advantage of his opponent, he was becoming more and 
more fantastic and in a way more fanatical as 
duel proceeded. a 

Réve felt she had not realised until now how utterly 
evil he was in appearance and how in moments of 
stress it was possible to see in everyone’s face their 
true character, a revelation of their innermost soul. 

If that was true of the Count, evil and bestial as he 
was, it was also true of Imogéne. 4 

Hovering on the outskirts of the fight, she was like a 
cobra waiting to strike, standing at times quite imm J- 
bile, at other times gesticulating and shrieking, a fiend 
rather than a human being and reflecting, so it seemed 
to Rêve, the same evil which seemed to emanate fro 
the Count. l 

Good and evil, evil and good matched against each 
other, and fighting perhaps for far greater issues thar 
an individual life and a personal desire for survival. _ 

Rêve’s lips were moving in prayer, but she was hard- 
ly conscious of what she said. She only knew that er 
whole being went out towards Armand as if in her 
very love and intensity it would give him her strength 
on which he could draw as well as on his own. 4 

Then when it seemed as if the duel might go on for 
ever and there was no chance of it ever ending, there 
came a sudden shout from the cliffs. A 

Everyone turned and Rêve clung convulsively to An: 
toinette’s arm as she saw there, silhouetted against th 
sky, a company of horsemen and some foot soldier 

The reinforcements had arrived. 
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The British sailors turned to face the new intruders, 
while Imogène gave a shriek of delight. It was perhaps 
this which attracted the Count’s attention. Just for a 
moment his blade seemed to falter, he made as if to 
turn his head, then checked himself. 

Only Armand remained quite unperturbed, quite im- 
pervious to everything that was happening around him. 

But that moment’s lapse on the part of the Count 
was enough to give Armand an advantage. He lunged 
forward slipped through the Count’s guard and the 
point of his sword entered the Count’s body just above 
the heart. 

He hung for a second on Armand’s blade and the 
expression of surprise on his face was almost ludi- 
crous, then without a sound, his tongue silenced for the 
first time since the duel had commenced, he toppled 
forward to fall face downwards on the sand. 

As he drew his blade clear of the body, Armand 
looked up and saw what was happening. He saw the 
British sailors retreating slowly towards the sea, their 
muskets in their hands. He saw the petty officer look 
at him for instructions. 

With a cry that was one of triumph, elation and 
happiness, all rolled into one he roared out the order: 

“Embark!” 

A line of soldiers was filing down the path from 
the top of the cliffs. They were moving at the double 
and they reached the shore at almost the same moment 
as Armand leaped into the boat beside Réve. The sail- 
ors splashed through the water, pushing the boat be- 
fore them, then sprang in. It took them but a moment to 
get out the oars and pull into deeper water; but as they 
did so, the French soldiers came hurrying down to the 
sea. 

Their onrush was checked for a moment at the 
sight of the Count. Imogéne was bending over him and 
with an effort and by exerting all her strength she had 
turned him on to his back, 

As she did so, a stream of dark blood poured from 
his open mouth and his sightless eyes gaped upwards 
at the sky. 
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She gave a little shudder of horror and rose to her 
feet. She saw the boat drawing away and the soldiers 
staring. 

“What are you waiting for, you idiots?” she screamed, 
“Shoot them, shoot them before they escape.” 

The soldiers, however, hesitated to obey her orders. 
An officer was approaching and they waited for him to 
join them. He was very young, pink-faced and breath- 
less from his descent down the cliff. 

He stared at Imogéne, his eyes full of admiration for 
her beauty as she stood there, her head uncovered, the 
ringlets of her dark hair moving in the breeze against 
her white forehead. 

“The man we seek—the man who styles himself the 
Marquis d’ Augeron—he has gone?” 4 

“They are in that boat,” Imogène said angrily. “Wil 
you give the order for these imbeciles to fire?” 

“Yes, yes, Madame, of course,” the officer replied. 

In the boat they were already out of earshot, but 
they could see what was happening on the shore. Ar- 
mand drew Réve from the bows down on to the floor o of 
the boat. 

“Keep low, my love,” he said. “They will fire at us 
though they are an unaccountably long time in doing 
so. » 

“Come on, men,” roared the petty officer’s voice zon n 
the stern, “put your backs into it. A few more pulls z 
we are safe.” ‘i 

There was a roar from the muskets on shore. Bul- 
lets whistled across the water. One struck the boat and 
they heard the splintering of wood. Rêve turned to Ar- 
mand with a little convulsive gesture and he gathe e 
her into his arms. 

“We are quite safe, my darling,” he said. “We hav 
not come through all this to be killed by a stray a Di ul 
let. ”? 

“Pull together, pull!” the petty officer cried. 5- 

The oars seemed to lift the boat almost out of the 
water as if it had wings. There was another 
and yet another, but this time the bullets did not rez ac h 
them. They were out of range. 
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Rêve’s face was hidden against Armand’s neck. She 
was trembling uncontrollably, aware, now that the 
strain and anxiety were over, how much she had suf- 
fered, how much her anxiety and agony of mind has 
cost her. 

“Ship ahoy!” 

Rêve raised her head at the shout. Looming up above 
them, great guns pointing from her wooden sides, her 
masts silhouetted high against the sky, was a British 
Man-Of-War. 

The boat drew alongside, a rope ladder was let down, 
and Réve found herself climbing it, frightened yet aware 
that Armand was close behind her, his arms ready for 
any assistance she might need. 

Eager hands were bending down to assist her. She 
was lifted almost bodily on deck and with a sigh of re- 
lief she found herself standing firmly on her own feet. 
An officer resplendent in gold braid kissed her hand, 
and then he was greeting Armand. 

“Welcome, my lord,” he said. “I am delighted to see. 
you safe and in such good health. We have been wor- 
ried as to why you were so long delay 

“You must forgive me,” Armand said, “but many 
things, including a lapse of memory, presented me from 
being here a fortnight earlier, as originally planned.” 

“But now that you are on board we will take you at 
all possible speed to England,” the Captain said, “The 
Prime Minister will not unnaturally be deeply concerned 
at not hearing from us.” 

“I have news for my father which will make him 
find it easy to overlook my unpunctuality,” Armand 
said with a smile. 


f 


Even as they moved towards the Captain’s cabin 


the anchor was being hauled aboard, sails were being 
run up, and long before they had sat down to the meal 
which was prepared for them Réve felt the ship begin to 
move. 

She was too tired to eat although she was glad of 
the glass of wine Armand put into her hand. 

Purposely it seemed to her he did not look at her 


while the meal was in progress; he engaged the oh 
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tain in conversation, allowing her time to collect her 
thoughts, to let the thumping of her heart subside, 

At length when the table was cleared, the Captain 
made his excuses, saying that he was required on deck, 
and left them alone. 

The room in which they had dined was low-ceilinged 
with oak beams, carved oak tables and chairs, and was’ 
illuminated by two big hanging lanterns. In their light 
Réve could see Armand’s eyes searching her face as if 
he had never seen her before. 

With a sudden sense of panic she rose from the table, 
She could feel the ship moving steadily but without 
much motion on the calm sea. It was easy to keep her 
balance, yet she held on to one of the chairs as if for 
support, | 

Antoinette had tidied her hair and arranged a fresh 
fichu around her shoulders before dinner, but now she 
wished she was wearing something really beautiful, 
something which would give her confidence and cours 
age. i 

She had fallen in love with Armand when she had 
had no idea of his rank and position in life. He was 
just a man, a man who had walked into her life and 
into her heart with no other attributes save that he had 
attracted her and she had known that he was the only 
person who would ever matter to her, | 

She had accepted his love unquestioningly, but then 
she had been the possessor of an estate, the bearer of 
a proud title, a woman of consequence and in the H er 
archy of an ancien régime. ‘a 

Now she was nobody, a refugee from her own coun: 
try, a fugitive from justice, penniless and without a ny 
assets save a heart full of love and adoration for th 
man with whom she had escaped. 

It seemed to her as she stood there, her fingers ot 

the dark carved oak of the chair, that Armand wa 
waiting for her to speak, waiting for her to say some 

thing, but she had no idea what he asked of her. _ 
For a moment she dared not turn round and fac 
him, and when at length as she forced herself to dos 
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she saw that he had moved from the table and was 
standing a little way behind her. 

His eyes were grave, but there was a faint smile at 
the corners of his lips. She looked up into his face and 
drew a deep breath. 

“T have something I would say to you,” she whis- 
pered at last. 

“I am waiting,” he said, and she was thankful that 
he made no attempt to come nearer to her, 

“It is this,” Rêve said, twisting her fingers together 
in her agitation. “We are on our way to England. It is 
only tonight, since I came aboard, since I noticed the 
courtesy and respect paid to you by the Captain of this 4 
ship, that I have realised a little of what lies ahead. ) 

“You are the son of the Prime Minister of a great 
country. You have your home to go to, your place in 
society, your position and an inheritance both of wealth 
and of importance. I am nobody. I have no country, 
no home, no money. | 

“We met under unusual circumstances, we .. . we 
fell in love with each other; but then a treacherous blow 
made you forget that love and you believed for a long 
time that our relationship was a very different one. 

“Now that your memory has returned, we have had 
little time to talk of it; in fact we have not been alone 
together for one moment since you recalled what hap- 
pened that first night we met at the little Temple.” 

Réve’s voice faltered for a moment. Armand took a 
step forward but before he could speak her raised 
hands checked the very words on his lips. 

“No, no,” she said, “let me finish. You have now 
had time to think, to remember, to know what we said 
to each other and also to recall who you are and 
where you come from. 

“You have brought me away from France and in 
doing so have doubtless saved my life, but I would not 
be a burden to you. I would also not have you grateful 
for what I had done. Anything that I was able to do I 
did willingly and gladly, for my own sake as well as 
yours, 

“You owe me no gratitude, there is no debt left 
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unpaid, and therefore please consider now whether it 
would not be much better, when we reach England, for 
our paths to diverge. -i 
“I would not have you feel that you are under any 
obligation to me, I would not have you be kind to me 
out of consideration for . . . my feelings. That I... 
could not... bear” | 
Réve’s voice broke completely now. For a moment 
her eyes were full of tears. Almost angrily she brushed 
them away. | 
“Please, Armand, please,” she faltered at length, “be 
quite certain before you make any decisions, before 
you decide... our... future...” 
She stopped because it was impossible for her to say — 
more. She felt as if the very words were choked in het 
throat; then mistily, half blinded by her tears, s 


v AG 


looked up to see that Armand’s face was very near to 

hers. 
“My darling—my dear ridiculous little love,” he said 
very softly. 
His arms went round her, and she started at hi 
touch, Then, as he did not release her, she quivered in 
his hold, her hands pressing against him as if to ward 
him off from too close a contact. 4 
“Think . . . before you say anything,” she said a littl 

wildly, 
“What about?” Armand asked. y 
Now purposefully, masterfully he overcame her re 
sistance and drew her closer until she could no longe: 
fight against his strength. With a little quivering sigh 
her head fell back against his shoulder. d 
“You know the answer to all your questions,” he 
said, “but I will spoil you by telling you the truth once 
and for all. I love you, Rêve, I have loved you from 
the first moment I saw you, It was not an ordinary lov 
that came upon me as a blinding flash of lightnin 
from the sky. I saw you, I loved you and knew tha 

you were mine, } 
“Whatever our position in life, whatever the futun 
holds, we will face it together, you and I, as ma 
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wife, as man and woman if you like, one and undivided. 
Darling, I love you.” 

He bent his head, but he did not kiss her. Instead 
he waited as if he asked rather than commanded the 
surrender of herself. 

Then because she understood what he asked, be- 
cause her heart was throbbing in unison with his, be- 
cause the last barrier which stood between them was . 
down for all time, she put her arms round his neck and 
with a sob turned her mouth to his. 

She felt a quickening of her whole being, she felt 
herself drawn up into an ecstasy of joy and happiness 
until it seemed as if her very soul passed from be- 
tween her lips into his keeping. 

Then Armand raised his head and looked down at 
her. 

“I love you,” he said. “I love you now and for all 
time, even in eternity you can never escape from me.” 

She looked up at him now, her lips parted, her eyes 
wide and radiant. She felt as if he drew her up into 
the very heaven of happiness, so that it was almost as 
if they were both flying in a clear translucent sky to a 
glory beyond all human imagination. 

“You are like . . . an eagle,” she said, and was 
hardly aware that she had said the words. 

“An eagle, then, of love,” Armand replied. “But an 
eagle who takes what he most desires. You are mine, 
my darling—mine, now and for ever.” 

Their lips met again and they were oblivious of 
everything in the whole world. 

Outside the wind freshened and the great sails, full- 


bellied, sped the Man-Of-War towards the English 
coast, 





